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T O 

DORNING RASBOTHAM, Esq. 

Of BIRCH HOUSE, ne,ar BOLTON, 
lancashire. 

Dear Sir, 

IF I may take the liberty of prefix- 
ing the name of a friend to a 
work which Can pretend to little more 
than the merit of compilation, but 
which the indulgence of the public 
has conduced a fecond time to the 
prefs, there are many reafons why I 
3 fhould defire to pay this tribute of re- 
fpedt to you. 



^ 



i 

J 



^c 



Exclusive of the inftances of re- 
gard with which you have honoured 
me ; that happy combination of ele- 
gant retirement and focial intercourfe, 
of attention to public duties and cul- 
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tivation of the fine arts, and, parti- 
cularly, that refined tafte for the 
beauties of poetry, and that talent 
for producing thoie beauties, for all 
which Mr. Rafbotham is fo well 
known and fo juftly admired, will, I 
am fure, be thought to ftamp a pecu- 
liar propriety on my intentions. 

Accept, therefore, dear Sir, this 
teftimony of regard, as proceeding 
from the fincereft fentiments of ef- 
teem and friendship of 



Your mojl obedient. 

And affeSionate 
hvfnble Servant, 



WARRINGTON, JOHN AIKIN. 

November i, 1774. •* 



PREFACE. 



ON converjing with afevo of my friends 
who were lovers of poetry \ I have 
frequently joined them in lamenting 
that the number of excellent fongs which our 
language afforded, were fo difperfed through 
a variety of authors, or overwhelmed in in- 
judicious collections, that it was a moft diffi- 
cult matter to difcover and enjoy the riches of 
this kind which wepoffeffed. W*e obferved that 
every collection of fongs, without exception, 
was degraded by dullnefs, or debafed by inde- 
cency ; and that fong-writing fcarcely feemcd 
in any of them to be conjidered as a pleafing 
fpecies of poetical compojition, but merely as 
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ferving for the conveyance of fome favourite 
tunes. We were concerned to find that the more 
modern any collection was, it was remarkably 
the more deficient in poetical merit ; fa that 
a total decay of all tafte for genuine poetry ', 
in this pie afing branch of it, was to be appre- 
hended. This we in great meafure attributed 
to the fafhionable rage for mufic, which had 
encouraged fuch a mufhroom growth of 'comic 
operas, that vile mongrel of the drama, 
where the mojl enchanting tunes are fuited 
with the mojl flat and wretched combinations 
cf words that ever difgraced the genius of a 
nation-, and where the mifer able verfifier only 
appears as the hired underling of a mufical 
compofer. JVe thought therefore, that it 
would be a meritorious piece of fervice to the 
caufe of poetry, by uniting into one firm body 
the moji excellent productions in fong-writing, 
to form a barrier againft the modifh infipidity 
of the age, and to gratify fuch real lovers of 

genius as yet remain amongjl us. 

This 
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PREFACE. vii 

This tajk I was induced to undertake-, 
and were I to make a boaftful recital of the 
numerous volumes offong-colleffions and mif- 
cellany poems which I have turned over for 
the purpofe, it would Jhow that induftry at 
leaft had not been wanting in accomplijhing it. 
This kind of praife, however, is of fo infe- 
riour a nature, that, I confefs, it would 
fcarcely fatisfy my ambition. During the 
progrefs of my reft f arches, 1 was infenjibly led 
to make fome remarks on the peculiar charac- 
ter and diverfities of the pieces which pajfed 
in review before me, and to form comparifons 
between them, and qtbers, the produce of a 
different age and country. As the fubjeft 
had novelty to recommended it, andwasfuited 
to my inclinations, I was incited to purfue it 
to a length which feemed to render it lawful 
for me to take the title of an EJfayift, inftead 
of a mere compiler. If the attempts which 
fhould fupport this more honourable character 
have not the fortune to meet with approbation, 
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Imuft be contented with my bumble endeavours 
to pkafe by the merits of others \ yet I cannot 
acknowledge any impropriety in the dejign, 
well remembering that Horace promifes his 
friends not only to prefent them with verfe y 
but to tell them the worth of his prefent. 

It may perhaps be a matter offurprife, that 
after fo much labour I have not been able to 
furnifh a larger, collection than is here offer ed\ 
but on considering the manner in which thefe 
pieces have been ufhered into the world, the 
wonder will ceafe. The chief four ces of good 
fongs 9 are the mifcellany poems and plays from 
the time of Charles the fecond to the conclufion 
of Queen Ann's reign. Moft of thefe were 
given in the earlieft collections, mixed how- 
ever with the trafh of the times, and copied 
from one to another with no farther variation 
than fubfiituting new trafh for fuch as was 
out of date. In the moft modern cclleEtions, 
all the beauties i as well as the infipfa I pieces 

of 
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of the early ones ere dif carded^ and the whole 

is made up of favourite airs from tbefafhion- 
able comic operas of the winter \ and thefum- 
tner warblings at Vauxhall y Ranelagh and 
Spring Gardens \fo that in a year *s time they 
are as much out of date as an almanack. 
From this account it will be perceived^ that 
after making ufe of one of the heft old collec- 
tions as a ftandard, all the reft were little 
more than mere repetitions \ and that the very 
modern ones were entirely ufelefs. 

After all y I would notprefume to fay that I 
have culled every valuable production which 
this branch of poetry, affords. Difference of 
tafte will always prevent uniformity of judg- 
ment , even where the faculties of judging are 
equal > and 1 have been much lefs fo licit ous 
to give a collection to which nothing could be 
addedy than one from which nothing could 
reafonably be rejetted. In fong-writing^ as 
well as in every other production of art, there 

is 
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is a large clafs of the mediocres, which are 
of fucb dubious merit as would allow the 
reader to befit ate in his approbation of them. 
J have felt very little fcruple in rejecting a 
number of tbefe. It is not enough that poe- 
try does not difguft, it ought to give raptures. 
A much more dif agreeable piece of feverity 
was the rejeftion of fever al pieces, marked 
with a rich vein of genuine poetry, but not 
fufficientfy guarded from offending that charm- 
ing delicacy of the fex, which every man muft 
admire, and ought to refpeft. Tbefe were the 
luxuriances of an age, when the men of plea- 
fur e lavifhed wit and genius, as well as health 
and fortune, upon their diver/ions. Had they 
lived at a time when tafte was more refined, 
and manners were lefs licentious, their natu- 
ral gallantry would have reft rained them from 
offering an outrage to thofe, whom they moft 
wijhedfor readers and admirers. 

I hope I have now faid enough to intimate 
for what clafs of readers this work is calcu- 
lated 
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la ted. The foft warbler ■, who fills up a va- 
cancy of thought with a tune, in which the 
fuccejfion of words gives no idea but that of a 
fuccejfion of founds, will here be much dif ap- 
pointed in meeting with the names of Prior, 
Congreve tf//*/Landfdown, injlead of Arne, 

Brent and Tenducci. The midnight roarer 
of coarfejeft and obfcenity will be jlill farther 
out of his element. But to thofe who are 
enamoured with that f acred art i which beyond 

every other elevates andrefines the foul,to whom 
the fprightly lyre of Horace and Anacreon^ 
and the melting mufic of Sappho Jlill found, 
though ages have pafj'edfince they vibrated on 
the ear, I will venture to promife a fource of 
enjoyment, from the works of thofe great 
mafters whofe names adorn this collection, 
which I hope they will not think too dearly 
pur chafed by the perufal offuch introductory 
matter as is fubmitted to their candid exa- 
mination. 
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Ah ! why mud words my flame reveal 122 
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All my paft life is mine no more 228 

An amorous fwain to Juno pray'd 231 

As Amoret with Phyllis fat 165 

As Ariana young and fair 265 
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As on a fummer's day ' 72 
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At Cynthia's feet I pray'd, I wept 268 

Away, let nought to love dUpteafing ' 176 
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Dear Chloe while thus beyond meafure 174 

Dear Colin prevent my warm blufhes 224 
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If the quick fpirit of your eye 247 
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In vain, fond youth, thy tears give o'er 241 

In vain you tell your parting lover * 117 

I tell thee, Charmion, could I time retrieve 220 

It is not, Celia, in our power 213 

It was a Friar of orders gray 41 

LATE when love I feem'd to flight 248 

Let not love on me beftow 223 
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There is one dark and fallen hour 1 59 
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Tho* cruel you feem to my pain 161 
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To the brook and ttye willow that heard him complain 153 
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What ! put off with one denial 222 
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When gentle Celia firft I knew 261 
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When Orpheus went down to the regions below 237 

When Sappho tun'd the raptur'd drain I 141 

When your beauty appears 164 

While in the bower with beauty bleft 140 

Why cruel creature, why fo bent 170 

Why we love and why we hate 223 

Why will Florella while I gaze 272 

Why will you my pafiion reprove 96 

Wine, wine in the morning 269 

YE happy fwains whofe hearts are free 163 

Ye little loves that round her wait 230 

Yes, faireft proof of beauty's power 116 

Yes, Fulvia is like Venus fair 219 

Ye (hepherds and nymphs that adorn the gay plain 162 

Ye fliepherds give ear to my lay 98 

Ye fhepherds fo chearful and gay 9° 

Yes, I'm in love, I feel it now **9 

Young lam and yet unfkiU'd J 7 2 
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SON G-W R I T I N G 

IN GENERAL. 

WHILE the two capital fpecie9 
of poetry, the epic and dra- 
matic, have long engaged 
the niceft attention of tafte 
and criticifm, the humbler but not lefs 
pleafing productions of the Mufe have not 
obtained that notice from the critic to 
which the exertions of the poet would 
fecm to entitle them. This will appear 
the more extraordinary when we reflect 
that fome of the mod excellent produ&ions 
in the former have been the fpontaneous 
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growth of a rude and uncultivated foil, 
whereas the latter have never flour ifhed 
without acquired richnefs in the foil and 
the foftering hand of art. This critical 
negleft has given rife to uncertainty in the 
diftin&ions, and irregularity in the com- 
petition of moft of the minor clafles of 
poetry; and while the long eftablifhed 
divifions of ode, elegy and epigram arc 
involved in thefe difficulties, it is not a 
matter of wonder to meet with them in 
the modern pieces which range under the 
general title of Songs. 

Although many of our moft celebrated 
poets have exercifed their talents in com- 
pofing thefe little pieces, and their pleafing 
effed is univerfally known and acknow- 
ledged, yet have we but one profefled 
criticifm on their compofition ; and this, 
though elegant and ingenious, is both too 
fliort and too fuperficial to give precifion 

and 
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and accuracy to our ideas on this fubjeft. 
It is contained in a paper of the Guardian 
written by Mr. Phillips. 

In attempting the tafk of determining 
with exa&nefs the nature of fong-writing, 
and the various diftinftions of which it is 
fufceptible, together with the fpecific ex- 
cellence of each, I find it therefore necef- 
fary to go far back into the origin of poe- 
try in general, and to recur to thofc firft 
principles exifting in the human mind, 
which alone can give a firm foundation to 
our deductions. 

The original poetry of all nations muft 
have been very much confined to the de-fr 
fcription of external objedts, and the nar- 
ration of events. This is a neceffary con- 
fequence of the barrennefs of infant lan- 
guage with regard to abftraft ideas, and 
is confirmed by the remains of antiquity 
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which have reached us. Among a fierce 
and warlike people conftantly engaged in 
enterprizes of arms, poetry was folely em- 
ployed in rehearfing the valorous deeds of 
their heroes ; and the horrid pictures of 
war and defolation were enlivened by the 
kindred imagery of whatever nature af- 
forded of the awful, terrific and ftupcn- 
dous. In happier regions, where the mild 
inhabitants were fuited to the foftnefs and 
luxury of the climate, the bufinefs of poe- 
try was to paint the furrounding profufi- 
on of beautiful objefts, the pleafing inci- 
dents of a paftoral life, the tender cares 
and raviftiing delights of love. This paf- 
fion found as apt a comparifon with the 
beautiful fcenes of nature, as war and 
deftru&ion could do with its glooms and 
horrors. 

Ossian and Theocritus will afford 
compleat inftanccs of the firft poetry in 
its two different branches. Mingling 
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dorms, roaring torrents, fwelling oceans* 
lightning and thunder, paint the dread- 
ful battle pieces of the Caledonian ; 
while the murmuring brook, the green 
meadow, the bleating flock, the Am- 
ple fliepherd and his artlefs fair, deck 
out the rural landfcape of the Gre- 
cian. Thus heroic and paftoral poetry 
are at firft formed, confifting chiefly of 
defcription and imagery. The paflion of 
military glory in the one, and of love in 
the other, would indeed add fentiment to 
the pifture, but even thefe fentiments 
muft be expreffed by a reference to exter- 
nal obje&s. The lover who had fought 
for natural comparifons to paint the charms 
of his miftrefs, muft feek for others to ex- 
prefs the emotions of his mind. He muft 
burn with defire, and freeze withdifdain; 
rage with the ocean y and figh with the ze- 
pbir ; hope muft enlighten him with its 
rays % and delpair darken him with its 

A 3 glooms 
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gloom. The effe&s which the paflions 
produce upon the body, would alfo prove 
a happy fource of the defcription of emo- 
tions. Thus, the fluttering pulfe, the 
changing colour, the feverilh glow, the 
failing heart and the confufed fenfes, be- 
ing natural and invariable fymptoms of 
the paffion of love, would foon be obferv- 
by the poet, and fuccefsfully ufed to 
heighten his defcription. Hitherto all is 
fimple and natural, and poetry fo far from 
being the art of fi&ion, is the faithful co- 
pyift of external obje&s and real emotions. 
But the mind of man cannot long be con- 
fined within prefcribed limits •, there is an 
internal eye conftantly ftretching its view 
beyond the bounds of natural vifion, and 
fomething new, fomething greater, more 
beautiful, more excellent, is required to 
gratify its noble longing. This eye of 
x the mind is the imagination — it peoples 
the world with new beings, it embodies 

abftraft 
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abftraft ideas, it fuggefts unexpe&ed re- 
femblances, it creates firft, and then pre- 
fides over its creation with abfolute fway* 
Not lefs accurately and philofophically, 
than poetically, has our great Shakefpeare 
defcribed this faculty in the following 

lines. 

The Poet's eye in a fine phrenzy rolling 
Doth glance from heaven to earth,from earth to heaven, 
And as imagination bodies forth 
The form of things unknown, the Poet's pen N 
Turns them to fhape, and gives to aery nothing 
A local habitation and a name* 

The molt effential differences in poeti- 
cal compofition may be referred to the 
circumftance of its turning upon nature 
or fi&ion, and on this will depend its fit- 
nefs or unfitnefs to produce peculiar ef- 
fe&s. In general, whatever is defigned to 
move the paflions cannot be too natural 
and fimple. It is alfo evident that when 
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the profefled defign of the poet is to paint 
the beauties of nature and the rural land- 
fcape of paftoral life, he mud give as 
great an air of reality as poffible to his 
piece, fince a bad imitation neceflarily 
produces difguft. On the other hand, 
when the aim is to elevate and furprize, 
to gratify a love of novelty and the pleaf- 
ing luxury of indulging the fancy, all the 
powers of fidtion muft be fet at work, and 
the imagination employed without controul 
to create new images and difcover uncom- 
mon refemblances and connexions. To 
purfue our inftance taken from the paffion 
of love; the poet who wifhes rather to 
pleafe and furprize than to move, will 
ranfack heaven and earth for objedts of 
brilliant and unufual comparifon with e- 
very circumftance relating to the paflion 
itfelf or its objedt. He will not value fen- 
timent as the real offspring of an emotion, 
but as fufceptible of ingenious turns, 

ftriking 
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Unking contrafts and pleafiftg allufions; 
He will not compofe from the heart but 
the head, and will confult his imagination 
rather than his fenfations. This quality is 
peculiarly termed wit, and a juft tafte for 
it is never acquired without a confiderable 
degree of national refinement. Pieces of 
wit are therefore later in their date than 
any others. 

This brief account of the progrefs of 
poetry in general being premifed, let us 
proceed to a nearer infpeftion of our fub- 
je&. 

In attempting to fix a meaning to the 
wordy^f, the firft idea which ftrikes us 
arifes from its name, fignifying fomething 
to be fung. We ftiall difcufs this a little 
at large. 

The union of mufic with poetry muft 

appear 
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appear extremely natural. We find it to 
have taken place univerfally in the uncul- 
tivated date of all nations, and to have 
continued partially in the moil refined. 
In all languages the words exprefiing vo- 
cal mufic have been alio ufed indifcrimi- 
nately to fignify poetry ; and though we at 
prefent confider fuch exprefiions as figura- 
tive, there is no doubt but they were ori- 
ginally natural. The facred name of fong 
was not then proftituted to a fucceffion of 
unmeaning founds tortured into mufic 
through the odious pipe of an equivocal 
mutilated animal •, it was a general term 
to exprefs all that the fitter Mufes of poe- 
try and melody could combine to delight 
the ear and ravilh the heart. This en- 
chanting union is now in great meafure 
diffolved, yet I will venture to affert that 
it was not poetry but her lefs fentimental 
companion mufic who began the feparati- 
on. The luxury of artificial harmony, 

taking 
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taking place of the fimple graces of me- 
lody rendered inftrumental mufic chiefly 
fought after, and the affiftance of poetry 
in confequence unneceflary. The prefent 
age is characterized by a languid fenfuat 
indolence, averfe even in its pleafures to 
any thing that requires attention of the 
mind. The ear inftead of being an ave- 
nue to the heart, expefts to be gratified 
merely as an organ of fenfe, and the hero- 
ine, poetry, muft give place to the harlot, 
mufic. And when the latter has deigned 
to borrow the vehicle of words, fhe has 
fhown by her choice that (he has regarded 
poetry rather as a burden upon her exerti- 
ons than an affiftant. 

The term fong may therefore be confi- 
dered in a double fenfe — if the idea of mu- 
fic prevails, it fignifies no more than a fet 
of words calculated for adaptation to a tune ; 
if poetry be the principal objeft, it is a 

fpecies 
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fpecies of poetical compofition regulated 
by peculiar laws, and fufceptible of a cer- 
tain definition ; ftill however retaining fo 
much of the mufical idea, as to make it an 
effential circumftance, that by a regularly 
returning meafure it be capable of being 
fet to a tune. 

A sono as a poetical compofition may 
be defined, a fhort piece, divided into re- 
turning portions of meafure, and formed 
upon a fingle incident, thought or fenti- 
ment. Under this definition the general 
fubjedt from which the particular topic is 
taken is not reftrifted •, but it has been 
found that emotions of tendernefs and 
gaiety are peculiarly adapted to fong- 
writing. Cuftom therefore has almoft 
folely confined the general fubjefl: of fongs 
to love and wine, and it muft be acknow- 
ledged that the nature of the compofition, 
and the affiftance of mufic, contribute to 

give 
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give thefe fubje&s a peculiar air of grace- 
fulnefs and propriety. 

A number of diftin&ions have been 
formed in modern poetry from trifling 
particularities in the verification of thefe 
pieces, fuch as the number of lines com- 
pofmg a ftanza, the repetition of a line at 
regular diftances, the ordonnance of the 
rhyme, and the like. 

The laborious Baron Bielfield, in his 
elements of univerfal erudition, has thought 
it worth while to particularize a great va- 
riety of thefe diftin&ions in French poetry, 
fuch as the Sonnet, the Rondeau, the Vau- 
deville^ &c. I cannot but confider thefe 
petty diverfities as very uneflential to the 
poetical charadler of any compofition; this 
curfory mention is therefore all the notice 
I (hall beftow on them. 

If we examine the poetical remains of 

antiquity. 
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antiquity, we (hall find various examples 
of pieces which come under the foregoing 
defcription of a fong. That beautiful re- 
lique of Sappho, which is well known to 
the Englifh reader by Mr. Phillips's excel- 
lent tranflation 

€< Bleft as the immortal Gods is he," &c. 

is an exaft model of fong-writing. The 
~ poems of the gay and fprightly Anacreon 
are almoft all Jongs in every refpeft except 
the meafure, which inftead of being divided 
into returning ftanzas, is uniform. Yet 
this would not neceffarily difqualify it for 
mufical adaptation, and there is no doubt 
but they were really fung and accompani- 
ed with inftrumental mufic. The Odes 
of Horace contain many beautiful fpeci- 
mens of the fong complete in every cir- 
cumftance. All thefe pieces are handed 
down to us under the denomination of 
Lyric poetry, the nature of which, as in- 
timately 
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timately conne&ed with our fubjcft, it 
will be proper to examine with fome at- 
tention. 

The union of mufic and poetry among 
the ancients was very ftridh It would 
feem that they had no idea of the mufic 
of founds without words, and they appear 
feldom or never to, have ufed vocal mufic 
without accompanyment with inftrumen- 
tal. The lyre was the favourite inftrument 
for this purpofe, and hence that fpecies of 
poetry defigned to be fung to mufic ac- 
quired the denomination of lyric. Yet 
we have variety of proof that this term is 
applied with equal propriety to poetry 
accompanied with any other inftrument. 
Horace abounds with fuch inftances — it 
will be fufficient to refer to his firft ode 



fi neque tibias 



Euterpe cohibet, nee Polyhymnia 
Lefboum refugit tendcre barbiton. 

immedi- 
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immediately after, to fix the clafs of po- 
ets to which he belongs, he fays 

Quod fi me Lyricis vatibus inferes. 

To anfwer this purpofe of mufical adap- 
tation, Lyric poetry has always been in pof- 
feflion of a variety of meafures, differing 
indeed greatly among themfelves, but all 
very diftinguilhable from the (lately regu- 
lar march of Heroics, and the languid in- 
equality of elegy. Thus the Anacreon* 
tic is fmart and lively, the Sapphic tender 
and melodious, the irregular Pindaric fuit- 
cd to the fudden changes and unbounded 
flights of the wild various mufic of the 
paflions. Horace affords a fine profufion. 
of regularly returning meafures fuited to all 
the varieties of mufical expreflion, many 
of which one can fcarcely read without 
falling into a natural mufic. 

So far Lyric poetry is characterized by 

its 
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its manner of compofition •, will it alfo ad- 
mit of a chara&er from the nature of its 
fubjefts ? It has been already obferved 
that the pieces of Sappho and Anacreon 
are formed entirely upon gay and amorous 
topics. A beautiful variety of poems of 
this caft is to be met with in Horace, and 
he frequently mentions the peculiar fuit- 
ablenefs of them to the Lyric mufe. Thus 

Nos convivia, nos praelia yirginum 
Stri&is in juvenes unguibus acrium 
Cantamus 

Nolis longa ferae bella Numantiae, 
Nee dirum Hannibalem, nee Siculum mare 
Paeno purpureum fanguine, mollibus 
Aptari citharse modis. 



Non hoc jocofse conveniet lyrae. 

Quo Mufa tendis ? define pervicax 
Referre fermones Deprum, et 
Magna modis tenuare parvis. 

B But 
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But what muft we think of thefe decla- 
rations when he nobly breaks out " Quern 
virum aut heroa," &c. when he undertakes 
with fuch fuccefs to fing the great a&ions 
of Auguftus, the praifes of Drufus, and 
the poetical character of Pindar, with 
Pindar's own fire and fublimity •? In that 
beautiful ode, the 9th of the 4th book, 
where he (ketches out the Grecian bards, 
his predeceffors in Lyric poetry, we find 
the 

Ceasque, Alceique minaces 
Stefichorique graves Camense, 

as well as the wanton gaiety of Anacreon 
and the amorous foftnefs of the Lefbian 
maid. One of the oldeft pieces of GrecN 
an Lyric poetry extant, is a heroic ode 
fung by the Athenians at their public 
feafts in commemoration of Harmodius 
and Ariftogitoir. The odes of Pindar ce- 

lebrate 
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lebrate the vidtors at the Olympic games, 
and the hymns of Callimachus rife to the 
praifes of the Gods. 

From thefe inftances it appears that 
Lyric poetry does not admit of any diftin- 
guifhing chara&eriftic from its fubjeft, 
but merely from the circumftance of its 
accompanyment with mufic : thus Horace 
briefly defines it " verba focianda chordis." 
But this circumftance will in fome meafure 
influence the choice of a fubjeft, as it is 
evident that long continued narration, the 
dida&ic part of any art or fcience, and fa- 
tire, are not fuitable topics for a fpecies of 
poetry which above all others is calcu- 
lated to pleafe, elevate and furprize. 

If we now compare the idea here given 
of Lyric poetry, with what was before 
obferved concerning fong-writing, it will 
plainly appear that the lattter is one branch 

B 2 of 
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of the former ; /that, to wit, which in its 
fubjeft is confined to gaiety and tender- 
nefs, or, to exprefs it claflically, the 
Sapphic and Anacreontic. The graver 
and fublimer (trains of the Lyric Mufe 
are exemplified in the modern ode, a fpe- 
cies of compofition which admits of the 
boldeft flights of poetical enthufiafm, and 
the wildcft creations of the imagination, 
and requires the affiftance of every figure 
that can adorn language, and raife it above 
its ordinary pitch. 

Critics have very commonly lamented 
that the moderns fall fhort of the antients 
more particularly in this fpecies of poetry 
than in any other ; yet, did it belong to 
my prefent fubjeft, I fhould not defpair of 
convincing an impartial reader, that the 
Englilh names of Dryden, Gray, Akenfide, 
Mafon, Collins, Warton, are not inferior 
in real poetical elevation to the moft re- 
nowned 
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nowned Grecian or Roman which antiquity- 
can produce. The modern ode and the 
fong are in general diftinguilhable by their 
fubjeft, by the different degree of elevati- 
on and ornament in the language, and by 
a greater length and irregularity in the 
meafure of the former, which is not adapt- 
ed to vocal mufic. Yet as thefe diftinfti- 
ons are rather relative than abfolute, it is 
eafy to fee that they may approach each 
others limits fo as to render it dubious un- 
der which clafs they range, which would 
be the cafe with many of Horace's odes if 
converted to Englifh poems. 

We are now prepared to make ufe of 
the general deduftion of the progrefs of the 
mind through the different ftages of poeti- 
cal compofition, formerly attempted, in 
forming an arrangement of fongs into a 
few diftindt claffes. 

B 3 The 
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The rude original paftoral poetry of 
our country furnifhes the firft clafs in 
the popular pieces called ballads. Thefe 
confift of the village tale, the dialogue of 
ruitic courtfhip, the defcription of natural 
obje6ts, and the incidents of a rural life. 
Their language is the language of nature, 
fimple and unadorned ; their (lory is not 
the wild offspring of fancy, but the pro- 
bable adventure of the cottage ; and their 
fentiments are the unftudied expreflions of 
paffions and emotions common to all man- 
kind. 

Nature, farther refined, but (till na- 
ture, gives the fecond clafs of pieces con- 
taining the fentimental part of the former, 
abftra&ed from the tale and rural land- 
fcape, and improved by a more ftudied 
obfervation of the internal feelings of paf- 
fion and their external fymptoms. It is 
the natural philofophy of the mind, and 

the 
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the defcription of fenfations. Here love 
appears in all its various forms of defire, 
doubt, jealoufy, hope, defpair ; and fug- 
gefts a language, rich, ftrong, and figu- 
rative. This is what may ftriftly be call- 
ed the pathetic in poetry. 

The third clafs is formed upon an arti- 
ficial turn of thinking, and the operation of 
the fancy. Here the fentiments arife from 
cool reflexion and curious fpeculation, ra- 
ther than from a prefent emotion. They 
accordingly require enliveningby ingenious 
comparifon, linking contraft, unexpected 
turns, a climax finifhing in a point, and 
all the pleafing refinements of art which 
give the denomination of ingenious and 
witty to our conceptions. Some effential 
diftinftions will appear in this clafs arifing 
from the various kinds of wit ; but they 
all agree in the circumftance of fpringing 
rather from fancy than paffion, and con- 

B 4 fequently 
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fequently of exciting pleafure and furprize 
rather than the fympathetic emotions. 

It is obfervable that it is this clafs 
alone which anfwers the idea Mr. Phillips 
gives of fong-writing in . his little effay ; 
and hence He has been betrayed into a lit- 
tle inconfiftency ; for while he compares 
fong-writing in general to the gay and a- 
morous fpecies of antient Lyric poetry, he 
refers us to the French fongs as examples 
of perfe&ion, which are almoft folely of 
the witty and ingenious kind, and totally 
different from moft of the remains of an- 
tiquity. In particular the little epigram- 
matic fong which he there cites and tranfc 
lates, is fo entirely diflimilar to the cele- 
brated piece of Sappho which he has fo 
happily made his own, that it is wonder* 
ful the diftin&ion did not ftrike him. 

I shall juft farther remark with regard 

to 
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to the*propofed arrangement of our col- 
lection, that when genius is left to itfelf 
without fixed laws to condudt it, each dif- 
ferent fpecies of writing is fo apt by im- 
perceptible gradations to Aide into the next 
in kindred, that it is frequently impoflible 
for the critic to preferve his claffes pure 
and free- from mixture, without a too 
fcrupulous rejedtion of pieces really beau- 
tiful though fomewhat faulty in regulari- 
ty. The reader will eafily perceive, and I 
hope make proper allowances for feveral 
inftances of equivocal arrangement, which 
from this caufe I have not been able to 
avoid. 
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THE ballad may be confidered as the 
native fpecies of poetry of this coun- 
try. It very exaftly anfwers the idea, 
formerly given of original poetry, being 
the rude uncultivated verfe in which the 
popular tale of the times was recorded. 

As 
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As our anceftors partook of the fierce 
warlike character of the northern nations, 
the fubjefts of their poetry would chiefly 
confift of the martial exploits of their he- 
roes, and the military events of national 
hiftdry, deeply tinftured with that paflion 
for the marvellous, and that fuperftitious 
credulity, which always attend a date of ig- 
norance and barbarifm. Many of the an- 
tient ballads have been tranfmitted to the 
prefent times, and in them the character of 
the nation difplays itfelf in ftriking colours. 
The boaftful hiftory of her victories, the 
prowefs of her favourite kings and cap- 
tains, and the wonderful adventures of the 
legendary faint and knight errant, are the 
topics of the rough rhyme and unadorned 
narration which was ever the delight of 
the vulgar, and is now an objeft of curio- 
fity to the antiquarian and man of tafte. 
As it is not my defign to colled pieces of 
this fort, which is already done in a very 

elegant 
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elegant manner by Dr. Percy, in his 
Reliques of antient Englijh poetry^ I fhajl 
proceed to confider the ballad more as an 
artificial than a natural fpecies pf compo- 
fition. 

When language became refined, and 
poetical tafte elevated, by an acquaintance 
with the. Greek and Latin authors, the 
fubjefts of the Epic Mufe were no longer 
dreft in the homely garb of the popular 
ballad^ but aflumed the borrowed orna- 
ment and (lately air of heroic poetry ; and 
every poetical attempt in the fublime and 
beautiful caft was an imitation of the claf- 
fic models. The native poetry of the 
country was referved merely for the hu- 
morous and burlefque ; and the term bal- 
lad was brought by cuftom to fignify a 
comic (lory, told in low familiar language, 
and accompanied with a droll trivial tune. 
Jt was much ufed by the wits of the time 

as 
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as a vehicle for laughable ridicule, and 
mirthful fatire ; and a great variety of the 
mod pleafing fpecimens of this kind of 
writing is to be found in the ballads of the 
witty aera of Englifh genius, which I take 
to be comprehended between the begin- 
ning of Charles the Second's reign, and 
the times of Swift and Prior. Since that, 
period the genius of the age has chiefly 
been characterized by the correft^ elegant, 
and tender ; and a real or afledted tafte For 
beautiful fimplicity has almoft univerfally 
prevailed. This has produced feveral imi- 
tations of the antient ballad as a ferious 
compofitibn, turned however in its general 
fubjeft from the ftory of martial adventure 
to the pathetic tale of the peaceful village. 
It is a jufl: tafte, founded upon real obfer- 
^yation of nature, which enjoins fimplicity 
of etf preffion in every attempt to engage 
the fympathetic emotions ; we have many 
delightful examples of its fuccefs, and I 

hope 
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hope in this collection to prove by fome 
powerful appeals tQ the heart, how fweetly 
the anticnt ballad, judicioufly imitated, is 
adapted to this purpofe. A delicate fenfe of 
propriety, and nice judgment are required 
to condudt the plan of fimplicity in fuch a 
manner as to retain all its beauties without 
linking into infipidity or difguftful vulga- 
rity. . In general, we fhould aim at it ra- 
ther by dropping all ornament and glitter, 
than by putting on an affedted rufticity, 
and making ufe of antiquated expreffions. 
We fhould be particularly careful that 
fimplicity reigns in the thoughts as well as 
the language, a very effential piece of uni- 
formity, which yet fome writers of eminence 
have not always obferved. If the piece 
be narrative, fuch circumftances of the 
ftory as tell it in the moft ftriking manner^ 
•are to be held out to view, and their efFeft 
is not to be interrupted by fimile or meta- 
phor, or any of the artificial prettineffes of 

language 
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language that may fall in his way. They 
have no bufmefs here ; they do not accord 
with that firing of the foul which is here 
to be ftruck. 

As it is abfolutely eflential to all imita- 
tions of the antient ballad, that the ftory 
on which they are founded, with all its 
circumftances and manners, ihould be per- 
fe&ly natural, and appropriated to our own 
foil, I cannot include feveral pieces of the 
paftoral kind under the title of ballads, 
though very nearly refembling them in 
point of fimplicity and ftyle of compofiti- 
on. Paftoral poetry is a native of happier 
climates, where the face of nature, and 
the manners of the people are widely 
different from thofe of our northern regi- 
ons. What is reality on the foft Arcadian 
and Sicilian plains, is all fiftion herej and 
though by reading we may be fo famili- 
arized to thefe imaginary fcenes as to ac- 
quire 
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quire a fort of natural tafte for them, yet, 
like the fine fruits of the fouth, they will 
never be fo far naturalized to the foil as 
to flourifh without borrowed warmth and 
forced culture. The juftice of this obfer- 
vation is fufficiently proved, by the ill fuc- 
cefs of thofe attempts in the mixed pafto- 
ral, where the rude fpeech and rough 
manners of our Englilh hinds have been 
engrafted upon the foreign poetical cha- 
rafter of the fliepherd fwain. This gave 
occafion to Pope's well known ridicule of 
Phillips; and it is this incongruity of cha- 
racter which is the foundation of the bur- 
lefque in Gay's Jhepber<Ts week, in which 
fome natural ftrokes of beautiful fimplicity. 
and the real pathetic are defignedly paired 
in fo odd a manner with humour and pa- 
rody, that one is at a lofs whether to take 
it as jeft or earneft — whether to laugh or 
cry. Indeed this effeft is alfo produced 
in his two dramatic burlefques, the Beg- 
gar's 
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gar's Opera, and What d'ye call it ; for 
how ludicrous foever the general charafter 
of the piece may be, when he comes fo 
near to hanging and (hooting in good 
earneft, the joke ceafes ; and I have ob- 
ferved the tolling of St. Pulcre's bell re- 
ceived by an audience with as much' tra- 
gical attention and fympathetic terrror as 
that in Venice preferved. 

No atterfipt to naturalize paftoral poe- 

• 

try appears to have fucceeded better than 
Ramfay's Gentle Shepherd : it has a con- 
fiderable air of reality, and the defcriptive 
parts, in general, are in the genuine tafte 
of beautiful fimplicity. Yet the fenti- 
ments and manners are far from being 
entirely proper to the charafters, and 
while fome defcend fo low as to be dif- 
guftful, others are elevated far beyond 
nature. The real charadter of a Scottifh 
or Englilh fhepherd is by much too coarfe 

C for 
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for poetry. I fufpeft Ramfay gains a 
great advantage among us by writing in 
the Scotch dialedt : this not being fami- 
liar to us, and fcarcely underftood, foftens 
the harlher parts, and gives a kind of fo- 
reign air that eludes the critic's feverity. 
Some writers, in aiming at a natural fim- 
plicity of fentiment, have funk into filli- 
nefs, and have given their chara&ers not 
only the innocence, but the weaknefs of a 
child. In that admirable piece of bur- 
lefque criticifm, the Bathos of Scriblerus, 
are fome ludicrous inftances of puerility 
of fentiment and expreflion from Phillips's 
paftorals, and, I confefs, this fault, to me, 
appears palpable in a piece which, by be- 
ing introduced to notice in the Spedtator* 
is univerfally known and admired — I mean 
the paftoral fong of Colin and Phoebe. 

There is one point in which a paftoral 
writer of any country may venture to fol- 
low 
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low nature exa&ly and with a minute 
nicety : this is in the fcenery and defcrip- 
tion. Natural obje&s are fcarcely ever 
difgufting, and there is no country fo un- 
blefled as to be unprovided with an ample 
flore of beauties, which muft ever pleafe in 
an accurate reprefentation, independently 
on all falhion or peculiarity of tafte. It 
is unpardonable in a poet to borrow thefe 
from any fountain but nature herfelf, and 
hereby he will moft certainly avoid the 
miftakes and incongruity of imagery, which 
they are fo apt to fall into who defcribe 
from ideas gained by reading rather than 
obfervation. The prefervation of propri- 
ety in this refpedt is of capital importance 
in defcription, fince nothing fo efFe&ually 
ruins the beauty of pi&urefque fcenery, 
as the introduftion of any circumftancc 
which tends to falfify it. It awakens the 
mind from her dream of fancy, and the 
" bafelefs fabric of the vifion" inftantly va- 

C 2 nifties 
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nifties. An ingenious critic has inftanced 
this fault from Milton's Comus, where in 
the fpirit's addrefs to Sabrina, after very 
properly wifhing. 

May thy brimmed waves for this 
Their full tribute never mifs, 
Summer's drought or finged air 
Never fcorch thy treffes fair, 

He adds 

May thy billows roll afliore 
The beryl and the golden ore, 

And here and there thy banks along 
With groves of myrrh and cinnamon ; 

which have no propriety when applied to 
an Englifh river. It gives me pleafure to 
inftance the oppofite beauty. Michael 
Drayton, an old Englifh poet, in a pafto- 

ral 
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ral fong entitled Dowfabel, defcribes his 
lhepherdefs in the following comparifons. 

Her features all as frefli above, 

As is the grafle that grows by Dove, 

And lyth as laffe of Kent : 
Her fkin as foft as Lemfter wool, 
As white as fnow on Peakifh Hull, 

Or fwanne that fwims in Trent, 

He goes on in the ftory 

This mayden in a morn betime 

Went forth, when May was in her prime, 

To get fweet cety wall ; 
The honey-fuckle, the harlocke, 
The lily and the lady fmocke, 

To deck her fummer hall. 

It is impoflible for defcription to be 
more lively, or more confidently proper, 

C 3 That 
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That there is ftill room for novelty in 
this walk has lately been agreeably, fhown 
in the paftbrals of Mr. Smith, the land- 
fcape painter, which, however unequal 
and deficient in harmony and correftncfs, 
have infinitely more merit than Pope's 
melodious echoes of echo. Mr. Smith's 
pieces will alfo illuftrate my former re- 
mark, that the manners and fentiments of 
our rural vulgar cannot be rendered pleaf- 
ing fubjefts for poetry ; for where he paints 
them moft naturally they are leaft agree- 
able. 

This then appears to be the rule of 
tafte for modern paftoral writers — to be 
general in charafter and fentiment, but par- 
ticular in defcription. The poetical fhep- 
herd and (hepherdefs are chara&ers of great 
uniformity ; for, the originals having been 
long extindt, all have copied after the 
fame models. The paffion of love is the 

eternal 
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eternal fource of paftoral fentiment, and 
however various it may be in its nature, 
all its changes and intricacies mull furely 
be at length explored, after it has in fo 
many ages and countries exercifed the ut- 
mo£t abilities of human genius. 

. Nothing therefore remains to produce 
novelty, but a variation of circumftances, 
whether relating to the fubjedts of the 
pafiion, or the accompanying fcenery. 
The paftoral fong formed upon the ballad 
model, is capable of being made the moft 
pleafing piece of the paftoral kind. The 
fimplicity of language gives it an air of 
nature and reality, though the fi&itious 
charafter be entirely kept up ; and throw- 
ing the fubjeft into a little tale, gives an 
opportunity of novelty in defcription from 
the variety of incidents. When the ftory 
has a tender and mournful turn, the bal- 
lad fimplicity has a peculiarly happy ef- 

C 4 feft. 



40 ON BALLADS, &c. . 

feft. Perhaps the Englifh alone,^ of all 
the moderns, have known how to unite the 
moil perfeft fimplicity with real elegance 
and poetical exprcflion % and it is to be 
hoped we fliall never want tafte to relifti 
the beauties of this kind that we are pof- 
feffed of. The little collection of ballads 
andpaftoral fongs here offered, contains 
fome of the fweeteft flowers of Englifh 
poetry. 
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IT was a friar of orders gray,* 
Walk'd forth to tell his beads ; 
And he met with a lady fair, 
Clad in a pilgrim's weeds. 



Now 



* In the Reliques of antient Englijh poetry Dr. Percy gives 
us the following ballad, as formed upon a number of de- 
tached fragments of antient composition, which he has 
attempted to fill up and throw into a little connected tale. 
Though his modefty has induced him to place it among his 
antique remains, I think it but juftice to him and to my 
own collection to place it here as a very judicious and beau- 
tiful imitation of the atnient ballad; for certainly he has 
the beft right to it, fince the merit of the ftory is all his . 
own, and the difficulty of interweaving the few antient 
ftanzas into it, and fuiting his own language to them with JjJ 

fuch judgment, was greater than that of producing an en* 
tircly new piece, 



^N- 
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Now Chrift thee fave, thou reverend friar, 

I pray thee tell to me, 
If ever at yon holy fhrine 

My true love thou did'ft fee. 



And how ftiould I know your true love 

From many another one ? 
O by his cockle hat and ftaff, 

And by his fandal moon. 

But chiefly by his face and mien, 

That were fo fair to view ; 
His flaxen locks that fvveetly curPd, 

And eyne of lovely blue. 

O lady he's dead and gone ! 

Lady he's dead and gone ! 
And at his .head a green grafs turf, 

And at his heels a Hone. 



Within thefe holy cloyfters long 
. He languifh'd, and he died, 
Lamenting of a lady's love, 
And 'plaining of her pride. 



Here 
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Here bore him barefac'd on his bier 

Six proper youths and tall, 
And many a tear bedew'd his grave 

Within yon kirk-yard wall. 



And art thou dead, thou gentle youth ! 

And art thou dead and gone ! 
And did'ft thou die for love of me } 

Break, cruel heart of ftone ! 

O weep not, lady, weep not fo ; 

Some ghoftly comfort feek : 
Let not vain forrow rive thy heart, 

Nor tears bedew thy cheek. 

O do not, do not, holy friar, 

My forrow now reprove ; 
For I have loft the fweeteft youth, 

That e'er won Lady's love. 



And now, alas ! for thy fad lofs 

I'll evermore weep and figh ; 
For thee I only wifh'd to live, 

For thee I wifh to die. W 

Weep 
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Weep no more, lady, weep no more, 

Thy forrow is in vain : 
For, violets pluck'd the fweeteft fliowers 

Will ne'er make grow again. 



Our joys as winged dreams do fly, 
Why then lhould forrow laft ? 

Since grief but aggravates thy lofs, 
Grieve not for what is paft. 

O fay not fo, thou holy friar ; 

I pray thee, fay not fo : 
For fince my true,-love died for me, 

'Tis meet my tears fhould flow. 

And will he ne'er come again ? 

Will he ne'er come again ? 
Ah ! no, he is dead and laid in his grave, 

For ever to remain. 



His cheek was redder than the rofe, 

The com'liell youth was he : — 
But he is dead and laid in his grave : 

Afos ! and woe is me ! 

Sigh 
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Sigh no more, lady, figh no more, 

Men were deceivers ever : 
One foot on fea and one on land, 

To one thing conftant never. 



Had'ft thou been fond, he had been falfe, 
And left thee fad and heavy ; 

For young men ever were fickle found, 
Since fummer trees were leafy. 

Now fay not fo, thou holy friar, 

I pray thee fay not fo ; 
My love he had the trueft heart : 

O he was" ever true ! 



And art thou dead, thou much-lov'd youth, 

And didft thou die for me ? 
Then farewel home ; for, ever-more 

A pilgrim I will be. 

But firft upon my true-love's grave 

My weary limbs I'll lay, 
And thrice I'll kifs the green-grafs turf, 

That wraps his breathlefs clay. 

Yet 
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Yet ftay fair lady ; reft awhile 

Beneath this cloyfter wall : 
See through the hawthorn blows the cold wind, 

And drizzly rain doth fall. 



O flay me not,' thou holy friar ; 

O ftay me not I pray ; 
No drizzly rain that falls on me, 

Can wain my fault away. 

Yet ftay, fair lady, turn again, 

And dry thofe pearly tears ; 
For fee beneath this gown of gray 

Thy own true-love appears. 

Here forc'd by grief, and hopelefs love 

Thefe holy weeds I fought : 
And here amid thefe lonely walls 

To end my days I thought. 

But haply for my year of grace 

Is not yet pafs'd away, 
Might I ftill hope to win thy love, 

No longer would I ftay. 

NoW 
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Now farewel grief, and welcome joy 

Once more unto my heart ; 
For fince I have found thee, lovely youth, 

We never more will part. 

Percy. 



TURN, gentle hermit of the dale, 
And guide my lonely way, 
To where yon taper cheers the vale, 
With hofpitable ray. 

For here forlorn and loft I tread, 
With fainting Heps and flow ; 

Where wilds, immeafurably ipread, 
Seem lengthening as I go. 

Forbear, my fon, the hermit cries, 
To tempt the dangerous gloom ; 

For yonder phantom only flies 
To lure thee to thy doom. 



Here 
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Here to the houfelefs child of want, 

My door is open*ftill ;. 
And tho' my portion is but fcant, 

I give it with good will. 



Then turn to-night, and freely (hare 

Whate'er my cell beftows ; 
My rufhy couch, and frugal fare; 

My bleifing and repofe. 

'"'■'■ \ . - - - . 

No flocks that range the valley free, 

To flaughter I condemn : 
Taught by that power that pities me, 

I learn to pity them. 

But from the mountain's graffy fide, 

A guiltlefs feaft I bring ; 
A fcrip with herbs and fruits fupply'd, 

And water from the fpring. 



Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego ; 

For earth-born cares are wrong : 
Man wants but little here below, 
"Nor wants that little long. 



Soft 
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Soft as the dew from heav'n defcends, 

His gentle accents fell : 
The modeft ftranger lowly bends, 

And follows to the cell. 



Far in a wildernefs obfcure 

The lonely manfion lay ; 
A refuge to the neighbouring poor, 

And ftranger led aftray. 

No ftores beneath its humble thatch 

Requir'd a mailer's care ; 
The wicket opening with a latch, 

Receiv'd the harmlefs pair. 

And now when bufy crowds retire 

To revels or to reft, 
The hermit trimm'd his little fire, 

And cheer'd his penfive gueft : 

And fpread his vegetable {tore, 

And gaily preft, and fmil'd ; 
And fkill'd in legendary lore, 

The lingering hours beguil'd. 

D Around 
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Around in fympathetic mirth 
Its tricks the kitten tries ; 

The cricket chirrups on the hearth ; 
The crackling faggot flies. 



But nothing could a charm impart 
To footh the Granger's woe ; 

For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears began to flow. 

His riling cares the hermit 'fpy'd, 
With anfwering cares oppreft : 

And whence, unhappy youth, he cry'd* 
The forrows of thy breftft ? 

from better habitations ipurn'd, 

Relu&ant doft thou rove ; 
Or grieve for friendfhip unreturn'd, 
Or unregarded love ? 

Alas ! the joys that fortune brings, 

Are trifling and decky ; 
And thofe that prize the paltry things. 

More trifling Hill than they* 






And 
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And what is friendship bat a name, 

A charm that lulls to ileep ; 
A (hade that follows wealth or fame. 

But leaves the wretch to weep ? 



And love is ftill an emptier found, 

The modern fair one's jell : 
On earth unfeen, or only found 

To warm the turtle's neft 

For fhame, fond youth ; thy forrows huflv, 

And fpurn the fex, he {aid : 
But while he fpoke, a rifing bluft 

His love-lorn gueft betray'dj. 

Surpriz'd ! he fets new beauties rife, 

Swift mantling to the view ; 
Like colours o'er the morning ikies, 

As bright, as tranfient too. 

The bafhful look, the rifing bread, 

Alternate fpread alarms : 
The lovely (banger ftands confeft 

A maid in all her charms. 

D 2 And> 
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And, ah, forgive a flranger rude, 
A wretch forlorn, fhe cry'd ; 

Whofe feet unhallowed thus intrude 
Where heaven and you reiide. 



But let a maid thy pity fhare, 

Whom love has taught to ftray ; 
Who feeks for reft, but finds defpair 

Companion of her way. 

My Father liv'd befide the Tyne, 

A wealthy Lord was he ; 
And all his wealth was mark'd for mine, 

He had but only me. 

To win me from his tender arms 

•Unnumber'd fuitors cam? : 
Who prais'd me for imputed charms, 

And felt or feign'd a flame. 

Each hour the mercenary crowd, 

With richeft prefents {trove : 
Among the reft young Edwin bow'd, 

But never talk'd of love. '*•.-. 

r* 



& 
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In humble fimpleft habit clad, 

No wealth nor power had he ; 
Wifdom and worth were all he had, 

But thefe were all to me. 



The bloflbm opening to the day, 
The dews of heaven refin'd, 

Could nought of purity difplay, 
To emulate his mind. 



The dew, the bloiTom on the tree, 

With charms inconftant lhine ; 
Their charms were his, but woe is me, 

Their conftancy was mine. 

For ftill I try'd each fickle art, 

Importunate and vain ; 
And while his paffion touch'd my heart, 

I triumph'd in his pain. 

Till quite deje&ed with my fcorn, 

He left me to my pride ; 
And fought a folitude forlorn, 

In fecret where he died. 

D 3 But 
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But mine the forrow, mine the fault, 
And well my life ihall pay ; 

I'll feek the folitude he fought, 
And ftretch me where he lay. 



And there forlorn, defpairing, hid, 
I'll lay me down and die ; 

'Twas fo for me that Edwin did, 
And fo for him will I, 



Forbid it, Heaven ! the hermit cry'd, 
And clafp'd her to his breaft : 

The wondering fair one turn'd to chide. 
'Twas E d w i n *s felf that preft. 

Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 

My charmer, turn to fee, 
Thy own, thy long-loft Edwin here, 

Reftor'd to love and thee. 



Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 
. And ev'ry care refign : 
And ihall we never, never part, 
My life— my all that's mine ? 



Nq, 
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No, never from this hoar to part, 

We'll live and love fo true ; 
The figh that rends thy conftant heart, 

Shall break thy Edwin's too. 

Goldsmith, 



OF Leinfter fam'd for maidens fair, 
Bright Lucy was the grace j 
(for e'er did Liffy's limpid ftream 
Refle&a fairer face. 



'Till lucklefs love and pining care 

Impair'd her rofy hue, 
tier coral lips, her damaft. cheeks, 

And eyes of gloffy blue. 

Oh ! have you feen the lily pale 

When beating rains defcend ? 
So droop'd this flow-confuming maid, 

Her life now near its end, 

D 4 By 
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By Lucy warn'd, of flatt'ring fwains 
Take heed, ye eafy fair ! 

Of vengeance due to broken vows, 
Ye perjured fwains, beware ! 



Three times all in the dead of night, 
A bell was heard to rin<* ; 

And fhrieking at her window thrice* 
The raven flapp'd her wing. 

Too well the lovelorn maiden knew 
The folemn-boding found, 

And thus in dying words befpokc 
The maidens weeping round. 

I hear a voice you cannot hear, 
Which fays I muft not day j 

I fee a hand you cannot fee, 
Which beckons me away. 

By a falfe heart, and broken vows, 

In early youth I die : 
Was I to blame, becaufe the bride 

Is twice as rich as I ? 



Ah, 



- #» 
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Ah, Colin, give not her thy vows, 

Vows due to me alone ! 
Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kifs, 

And think him all thy own ! 



To-morrow in the church to wed 

Impatient both prepare : 
But know, fond maid, and know, ralfe man, 

That Lucy will be there. 



Then bear my corfe, ye comrades dear, 
The bridegroom blithe to meet j 

He in his wedding- trim fo gay, 
I in my winding fheet ! 

She fpoke and dy'd, her corfe was borne, 
The bridegrooi% blithe to meet j 

He in his wedding-trim fo gay, 
She in her winding fheet. 

Oh! what were perjur'd Colin's thoughts? 

How wete thofe nuptials kept ? 
The bride-men flock'd round Lucy dead, 

And all the village wept. 

Companion, 
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Companion, fhame, remorfe, defpair, 
At once his bofom fwell : 

The damps of death bedew'd his brows, 
He ihook, he groan'd, he fell. • 



From the vain bride, a bride no more, 
The varying crimfon fled ; 

When, firetch'd betide her rival's corfe, 
She faw her hufband dead. 



He to his Lvcy's new-made grave, 
Convey'd by trembling fwains, 

One mold with her, beneath one fod> 
For ever now remains. 



Oft at this place the conftant hind 

And plighted maid^re feen : 
With garlands gay, and true love kiots 

They deck the facred green. 

But, fwain forfworn, whoe'er thou art, 

This hallowed fpot forbear ! 
JRemember Colin's dreadful fate, 
And four to meet him there. 

TlCKELLt 
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WHEN all was wrapt in dark midnight 
And all were fall afleep, 
In glided Margaret's grimly ghoft 
And flood at William's feet. 



Her face was like an April morn 
Clad in a wintry cloud, 

And clay-cold was her lily hand 
That held her fable fhroud. 



So ftiall the faireft face appear, 
When youth and years are flown ; 

Such is the robe that kings muil wea*~ 
When death has reft their crown. 



Her bloom was like the fpringing flower 

That fips the fllver dew ; 
The rofe was budded in her cheek, 

Jaft opening to the view. 

But 
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But love had, like the canker worm, 
Confum'd her early prime ; 

The rofe grew pale and left her chetk, 
She died before her time. 



Awake, (he cried, thy true-love calls 
Come from her midnight grave ; 

Now let thy pity hear the maid 
Thy love refufed to fave. 

This- is the mirk and fearful hour 
When injur'd ghofts complain ; 

Now dreary graves give up their dead 
To haunt the faithlefs fwain. 



Bethink thee, William, of thy fault, 
Thy pledge, and broken oath ; 

And give me back my maiden vow, 
And give me back my troth. 

How could you fay my face was fair, 

And yet that face forfake ? 
How could you win my virgin heart, 

Yet leave that heart to break ? 



How 
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How could you promife love to me. 

And not that promife keep ? 
Why did you fwear mine eyes were bright, 

Yet leave thofe eyes to weep ? 



How could you fay my lips were fweec, 

And made the fcarlet pale ? 
And why did I, young witlefc maid/ 

Believe the flatt'ring tale ? 

That face, alas ! no more is fair, 

Thofe lips no longer red ; 
Dark are mine eyes now clos'd in death, 

And ev'ry charm is fled. 

The hungry worm my lifter is, 

This winding meet I wear, 
And cold and weary lafts our night 

Till that laft morn appear. 

But hark ! the cock has warn'd me hence, 

A long and laft adieu ! 
Come fee, falfc man, how low me lies 

That died for love of you. 

Now 
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Now birds did ling, and morning fmile 
And fhew her glifl'ring head ; 

Pale William fhook in every limb, 
And raving left his bed. 



He hied him to the fatal place 
Where Marg'ret's body lay, 

And ftretch'd him on the green grafs turf 
That wrapp'd her breathlefs clay. 

And thrice he call'd oh Marg'ret's name, 

And thrice he wept full fore ; 
Then laid his cheek to the cold earth, 

And word fpake never more. 

Mallet. 



''T^WAS when the feas were roaring 

X With hollow Wafts of wind. 
A damfel lay deploring, 

All on a rock reclin'd : 
Wide o'er the foaming billows 

She call x wifhful look, 
Her head was crown'd with willows 

That trembled o'er the brook. 

Twelve 
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Why ring the woods with warbling throats ? 

Ye larks, ye linnets, ceafe your flrains ; 
I faintly hear in your fweet notes, 

My Chloe's voice that wakes my pains : 
Yet why fhould you your fong forbear ? 
Your mates delight your fbng to hear. 

But Chloe mine difdains. 



As thus he melancholy flood, 

Deje&ed as the lonely dove, 
Sweet founds broke gently through the wood. 

I feel the found ; my heart-fixings move : 
'Twas not the nightingale that fung ; 
No, 'tis my Chloe's fweeter tongue, 

Hark, hark, what fays my love ! 

How foolifh is the nymph, me cries, 
Who trifles with her lover'sgpain ! 

Nature flift fpeaks in woman's eyes, 
Our artful lips were made to feign. 

ODjwphnis, Daphnis/ 'twas my pride, 

'Twas not my heart thy love deny'd, 
Come back, dear youth, again. 



E? An 
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As t'other day my hand he feiz'd, • 
My blood with thrilling motion flew ; 

Sudden I put on looks difpleas'd, 
And hafty from his hold withdrew. 

'Twas fear alone, thou fimple fwain, 

Then hadft thou preft my hand again. 
My heart had yielded too i 

'Tis true, thy tuneful reed I blara'd, 
That fwell'd thy lip and rofy cheek ; 

Think not thy (kill in fong defam'd, 
That lip fhould other pleafures feek : 

Much, much thy mufic I approve j 

Yet break thy pipe, for more I love, 
Much more to hear thee {peak. 

My heart forebodes that I'm betray'd, 
Daphnis I fear is ever gone ; 

Laft night with Delia's dog he play'd, 
Love by fuch trifles firft comes off. 

Now, now, dear fhepherd, come away, % 

My tongue would now nTy heart obey, 
Ah Chloe, thou art won ! 



The 
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The youth ftepp'd forth with hafty pace, 
And found where wifhing Chloe lay 3 

Shame fudden lighten'd in her face, 
Confus'd, fhe knew not what to fay. 

At laft in broken words, fhc cryM, 

To-morrow you in vain had tryM, 
But I am loll to-day I 



■# 



Gay. p. 



DESPAIRING befide a clear ftream, 
A fhepherd forfaken was laid, 
And whilit a falfe nymph was hi6 theme, 

A willow fupported his head ; 
The wind that blew over the plain 

To his fighs with a figh did repl£ 
And the brook in return to his pam 
Ran mournfully murmuring by. 

£3 Alls) 
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Alas ! (illy Twain that I was ! 

Thus fadly complaining he cried 5 
When firft I beheld that fair face, 

,r JVere better by far I had died. 
She talk'd, and I bleft the dear tongue, 

When fhe fmil'd 'twas a pleafure too great ; 
I liften'd, and cry'd, when fhe fung, 

Was nightingale ever fo fweet ? 

How foolifh was I to believe 

She would doat on fo lowly a clown, 
Or that her fond .heart would not grieve 

To forfake the fine folks of the town ; 
To think that a beauty fo gay, 

So kind and fo conftant would prove, 
To go clad like our maidens in gray, 

And live in a cottage* on love. 

What tho' I have fkill to complain, 

Tho' the Mufes my temples have crowned ? 
What tho* when they hear my foft ftrain, 

The virgins fit weeping around ? 
Ah Colin thy hopes are in vain, 

Thy pipe and thy laurel refign, 
Thy fair one inclines to a fwain 

Whofe mufic i* fweeter than thine. 

And 
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And you my companions fo dear, 

Who forrow to fee me betray'd, 
Whatever I fuffer, forbear, 

Forbear to accufe the falfe maid ; 
Tho' thro' the wide world we mould range, 

'Tis in vain from our fortune to fly ; 
'Twas hers to be falfe, and to change, 

'Tis mine to be conftant, and die. 

If while my hard fate I fuftain, 

In her breaft any pity is found, 
Let her come with the nymphs of the plain, 

And fee me laid low in the ground : 
The lail humble boon that I crave 

Is to fhade me with cyprefs and yew, 
And when3he looks down on my grave 

Let her own that her ihepherd was true. 

Then to her new love let her go, 
And deck her in golden array, 
Be fineft at every fine fliow, 

• And frolic it all, the long day : 
While Colin forgotten and gone, 

No more fhall be heard of or feen, 
Unlefs when beneath the pale moon 
His ghoit fhall glide over tie green. 

£ 4 Rowb. 
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AS on a fummer's day, 
In the greenwood fhade I lay. 
The maid that I lovM, 
As her fancy mov'd, 
Came walking forth that way. 

• 

And as fhe paflcd by, 

With a fcornful glance of he* eye, 
What a lhame, quoth fhe, 
For a fwain muft it be, 

X4ke a lazy loon for to lie f 

And doft thou nothing heed 
What Pan our God has decreed ; 

What a prize to-day* 

Shall be given away 
To the fweeteft fhepherd's reed ? 



There's 
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There's not a fingle fwain 
Of all this fruitful plain,. 

But with hopes and fears. 

Now buiily prepares 
The bonny boon to gain. 



Shall another maiden mine 
In brighter array than thine ? 
Up, up, dull fwain, 
Tune thy pipe once again, 
And make the garland mine. 



Alas I my love, I cried, 
What avails this courtly pride I 
Since thy dear defert 
Is written in my heart, 
What is all the world befide ? 



To me thou art more gay 
In this homely ruftet gray, 

Than the nymphs of our green, 

So trim and fo iheen, 
Or the brighteft queen of May. 

« 

What 



x 
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What tho* my fortune frown, 
And deny thee a filken gown ; 
My own dear maid, 
Be content with this (hade 
And a fhepherd all thy own. 



Rowe. 



ALEXIS fhunn'd his fellow fwains, 
Their rural fports and jocund ftrains ; 
Heaven fhield us all from Cupid's bow ! 
He loft his crook, he left his flocks, 
And wandering thro* the lonely rocks, 
He nouriih'd endlefs woe. 



The nymphs and fliepherds round him came, 
His grief fome pity, others blame, 

The fatal caufe all kindly feek ; 
He mingled his concern with theirs, 
He gave them back their friendly tears, 

He figh'd, but could not fpeak. 

Clorinda 
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Clorinda came among the reft, 
And me too kind concern expreft 

And a(k*d ttye reafon of his woe ; 
She aik'd, but with an air and mien 
That made it eafily forefeen * • 

She fear'd too much to know. 



The fliepherd rais'd his mournful head, 
And will you pardon me, he faid, 

While I the cruel truth reveal r 
Which nothing from my breaft mould tear, 
Wfcich never mould offend your ear # 
But that you bid me tell. 

'Tis thus I rove, 'tis thus complain, 
Since you appear'd upon the plain, 

You are the caufe of all my care ; 
You eyes ten thoufand dangers dart, 
Ten thoufand torments vex my heart, 
1 love, and I defpair. 

Too much Alexis have I heard, 
'Tis what I thought, 'tis what I fear'd, 
And yet I pardon you, me cried ; 
But you mall promife. ne'er again 
To breathe yonr vows, or fpeak your pain ; 
He bow'd, obey'd, and died. 

Prior. 
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ONE morning very early, one morning in the fpring, 
I heard a maid in Bedlam who mournfully did fing, 
Her chains the rattled on her hands while fweetly thutfungfhe 
I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me. 

Oh cruel were his parents who Tent my love to fea, 
And cruel cruel was the fhip that bore my love from me, 
Yet I love his parents fince they're his,altho' they've ruin'd mi 
And I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me. 



O fhould it pleafe the pitying pow'rs to call me to the iky. 
I'd claim a guardian angel's charge around my love to fly 
To gnard him from all dangers how happy fhould I be ! 
For I love my love* becaufe I know my love loves me. 



H 
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I'll make a ftrawy garland, I'll make it wondrous fine, 
With rofes, lilies, daifies, I'll mix the eglantine ; 
And J*ll prefent it to my love when he returns from fea, 
For I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me. 



Oh if I were a little bird to build upon his breaft, 
Or if I were a nightingale to ling my love to reft ! 
To gaze upon his lovely eyes all my reward mould be ; 
For I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me. 

Oh if I were an eagle, to (bar into the fky ! 
Pd gaze around with piercing eyes where I my love might Jpy; 
But ah ! unhappy maiden, that love you ne'er {hall fee, 
Yet I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me. 



■*■ 



THE fun was funk beneath the hill, 
The weftern clouds were lined withhold, 
Clear was the fky, the wi«4 was ftill, 
The flocks were penn'd within the fold ; 

When 
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When in the fiJence of the grove 
Poor Damon thus dcfpair'd of love. 



Who feeks to pluck the fragrant rofe 
From the hard rock or oozy beach, 

Who from each weed that barren grows, 
Expects the grape or downy peach, 

With equal faith may hope to find 

The truth of love in womankind. 



No herds have I, no fleecy care, 

No fields "that wave with golden grain, 

No paftures green, or gardens fair, 
A woman's venal heart to gain ; 

Then all in vain my fighs muft prove 

Whofe whole eftate, alas ! is love. 

How wretched is the faithful youth 

Since women's hearts are bought and fold : 

They afk no vows of facred truth, 
Whene'er they figh, they figh for gold. 

Gold can the frowns of fcorn remove ? 

But I am fcorn'd— who have but love. 



To 
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To buy the gems of India's coaft 

What wealth, what riches would fuffice ? 

Yet India's fhore fhould never boa ft 
The luftre of thy rival eyes ; 

For there the world too cheap mull prove j 

Can 1 then buy t — who have but love. 



Then, Mary, fince nor gems nor ore 
Can with thy brighter felf compare, 

Be jufl, as fair, and value more 
Than gems or ore, a heart fincere : 

Let treafure meaner beauties move ; 

Who pays thy worth, muft pay in love. 



WHAT beauties docs Flora difclofe ? 
How fweet are her fmiles upon Tweed? 
But Mary's Hill fweeter than thofe 

Both nature and fancy exceed. 
No daify nor fweet blufhing role 

Nor all the gay flowers of the field, 

Nor Tweed gliding gently thro' thofe 

Such beauty and pleafure can yield. 

The 
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The warblers are heard in each grove, 

The linnet, the lark and the thrufh ; 
The blackbird and fweet cooing dove 

With mufic enchant every bulh. 
Come let us go forth to the mead. 

Let us fee how the primrofes fpring ; 
We'll lodge in fome village on Tweed, 

And l#ve while the feather'd folks fing. 

How does my love pafs the long day ? 

Does Mar* not tend a few lheep ? 
J)o they never carelefsly ftray, 

While happily lhe lies afleep ? 
Tweed's murmurs mould lull her to reft. 

Kind nature indulging my blifs, 
To relieve the foft pains of my breaft 

I'd ileal an ambrofial kift. 

'Tis fhe does the virgins excel, 
No beauty with her can compare, 

Love's graces all round her do dwell, 
She's faireft where thoufands are fair. 

Say charmer where do thy flocks ftray ? 

Oh ! tell me at noon where they feed : 

Shall I feek them on fweet winding Tay, 

Or the pleafanter banks of the Tweed. 
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FAR in the windings of a vale, 
Fait by a iheltering wood, 
The fafe retreat of health and peace. 
An humble cottage flood. 

There beauteous Emma flourifh'd fair 

Beneath a mother's eye, 
Whofe only wifh on earth was now 

To fee her bleft, and die. 

The fofteft blufh that nature fpreads 

Gave colour to her cheek ; 
Such orient colour fmiles thro* heav'n 

When May's fweet mornings break. 

Nor let the pride of great ones fcora 

This charmer of the plains ; 
That fun which bids their diamond blaze, 

To deck our lily deigns. 

F Long 
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Long had flie fir'd each youth with love, 

Each maiden with defpair ; 
And tho* by all a wonder own'd, 

Yet knew not fhe was fair. 



Till Edwin came, the pride of fwains, 

A foul that knew no art, 
And from whofe eyes ferenely mild, 

Shone forth the feeling heart. 

A mutual flame was quickly caught, 

Was quickly too revealed ; 
For neither bofom lodg'd a wifh, 

Which virtue keeps conceal'd. 

What happy hours of heartfelt blifs, 

Did love on both beftow ! 
But blifs too mighty long to laft, 

Where fortune proves a foe. 

His filler, who like envy form'd, 

Like her in mifchief joy'd, 
To work them harm, with wicked ikili 

Each darker art employ'd. 

The 
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The father too, a fordid man, 

Who love nor pity knew, 
Was all unfeeling as the rock 

From whence his riches grew* 



Long had he feen their mutual flame, 
And feen it long unmov'd ; 

Then with a father's frown at laft, 
He fternly difapprov'd. 



In Edwin's gentle heart a war 
Of differing paflions drove ; 

His heart which durft not difobey, 
Yet could not ceafe to love. 



Deny'd her fight, he oft behind 

The fpreading hawthorn crept, 
To fnatch a glance, to mark the fpot 

Where Emma walk'd and wept. 

Oft too in Stanemore's wintry wafte, 

Beneath the moonlight lhade, 
In fighs to pour his foften'd foul 

The midnight mourner flray'd. 

F2 Hi« 
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His cheeks, where love with beauty glow'd, 

A deadly pale o'ercaft ; 
So fades the freih rofe in its prime, 

Before the northern blaft. 



The parents now, with late remorfe, 

Hung o'er his dying bed, 
And w ary'd heav'n with fruitlefs pray'rs y 

And fruitlefs forrows flied. 



'Tis pall, he cry'd, but, if your fouls 

Sweet mercy yet can move, 
Let thefe dim eyes once more behold 

What they mull ever love* 

§ 

She came ; his cold hand foftly touch'd* 
And bath'd with many a tear ; 

Fall falling o*er the primrofe pale 
So morning dews appear* 

But oh ! his filler's jealous care 

(A cruel filler fhe !) 
Fbrbad what Emma came to fay 

My Edwin, live for mer 



No* 
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Now homeward as fhe hopelefs went, 

The church-yard path along, 
The blaft blew cold, the dark owl fcream'd, 

Her lover's fun'ral fong. 

Amid the falling gloom of night, 

Her ftartling fancy found 
In every bufh his hovering fhade, 

His groan in every found. 



Alone, appall'd, thus had fhe pafs'd 

The vifionary vale, 
When lo ! the death-bell fmote her ear, 

Sad founding in the gale. 

Juft then fhe reach'd, with trembling fteps, 

Her aged mother's door ; 
He's gone, fhe cryM, and I fhall fee 

•That angel face no more. 

I feel, I feel this breaking heart 

Beat high againft my fide : 
From her white arm down funk her head, 

She fhiver'd, figh'd, and died. 

F 3 Mallet, 
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THE weftern fky was purpled o'er 
With every pleafing ray, 

And flocks reviving felt no more 
The fultry heat of day ; 



When from a hazel's artlefs bower 
Soft warbled Strephon's tongue; 

He bleft the fcene, he bleft the hour, 
While Nancy's praife he fung. 

Let fops with fickle falfhood range 

The paths of wanton love, 
Whilft weeping maids lament their change. 

And fadden every grove : 

But endlefs bleffings crown the day 

I faw fair Efham's dale : 
And every blefling find its way 

To Nancy of the vale. 



'Twas 
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'Twas from Avona's bank, the maid 

Diffus'd her lovely beams ; 
And every mining glance difplay'd 

The Naiad of the ftreams. 



Soft as the wild duck's tender young, 

That float on Avon's tide ; 
iBrigtit as the water lily fprung 

And glittering near its fide. 

Freih as the bordering flowers, her bloom, 

Her eye all mild to view ; 
The little halcyon's azure plume 

Was never half fo blue. 



Her fliape was like the reed, fo fleek, 

So taper, ftrait, and fair ; 
Her dimpled fmile, her blufliing cheek, 

How charming fweet they were ! 

Far in the winding vale retir'd 

This peerlefs bud I found, 
And fhadowing rocks and woods confpir'd 

To fence her beauties round. 

F 4 That 
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That nature in fo lone a dell 
Should form a nymph fo fweet ! 

Or fortune to her fecret cell 
Conduct my wand'ring feet ! 

Gay lordlings fought her for their bride, 
But fhe would ne'er incline ; 

Prove to your equals true, fhe cry'd, 
As I will prove to mine. 

'Tis St rep hon on the mountain's brow 
Has won my right good will ; 

To him I gave my plighted vow, 
With him I'll climb the hill. 



Struck with her charms and gentle truth 

I clafp'd the con ft ant fair ; 
To her alone I give my youth, 

And vow my future care. 

And when this vow fhall faithlefs prove, 

Or I thefe charms forego, 
The flream that faw our tender love, 

That ftream fhall ceafe to flow. 

Shenston-e 

■ ft*- 
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O'ER moorlandsand mountainsrudebarren and bare, 
As wilder'd and wearied I roam, 
A gentle young fhepherdefs fees my defpair, 

And leads me o'er lawns to her home : 
Yellow fheaves from rich Ceres her cottage had crown *d, 

Green rufhes were ftrew'd on the floor ; 
Her cafement fweet woodbines crept wantonly round, 
And deck'd the fod feats at her door. 



We fat ourfelves down to a cooling repair, 

Frefh fruits, and fhe cull'd me the beft, 
"Whilft thrown off my guard by fome glances fhe caftj 

Love flily ftole into my breaft. 
I told my foft wifhes, fhe fweetly replied 

(Ye virgins, her voice was divine) 
J've rich ones rejected and great ones denied ? 

Yet take me, fond fhepherd, I'm thine. 



Her air was fo modeft, her afpecl: fo meek, 
So fimple, yet fweet were her charms, 



I fcifs'4 
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I kifs'd the ripe rofes that glow'd on her cheek. 
And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms. 

Now jocund together we tend a few fheep, 
And if on the banks, by the ftream, 

Reclin'd on her bofom I fink into fleep, 
Her image ftill foftens my dream. 

Together we range o'er the flow rifing hills, 

Delighted with paftoral views, 
Or reft on the rock whence the ftreamlet diftills, . 

And mark out new themes for my Mufe, 
To pomp or proud titles fhe ne'er did afpire, 

The damfePs of humble defcent ; 
The cottager Peace is well known for her fire. 

And fhepherds have named her— Co ntent. 

Cunningham. 



A Paftoral BALLAD, in Four Parts, 

L ABSENCE. 

YE fhepherds fo chearful and gay, 
Whofe flocks never carelefsly roam ; 
Should Cory don's happen to ftray, 

Oh ! call the poor wanderers home. 

Allow 
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Allow me to mufe and to figh, 

Nor talk of the change that ye find 5 

None once was fo watchful as I : 
I have left my dear Phyllis behind. 



Now I know what it is, to have drove 

With the torture of doubt and defire ; 
What it is, to admire and to love, 

And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah lead forth my flock in the morn, 

And the damps of each ev'ning repel ; 
Alas ! I am faint and forlorn : 

I have bade my dear Phyllis farewel. 

Since Phyllis vouchfaPd me a look, 

I never once dreamt of my vine ; 
May I lofe both my pipe and my crook, 

If I knew of a kid that was mine. 
I priz'd every hour that went by, 

Beyond all that had pleas'd me before : 
Bat now they are paft, and I figh ; 

And I grieve that I priz'd no more, 



?ut why do I languifh in vain ? 
Why wander thus penfively here ? 



Oh{ 
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Oh ! why did I come from the plain, 
Where I fed on the (miles of my dear ? 

They tell me, my favourite maid, 
The pride of that valley, is flown ; 

Alas ! where with her I have ftray'd, 
I could wander with pleafure, alone. 



When forc'd the fair nymph to forego, 
What anguifli I fejt at my heart ! 

Yet I thought 1 , but it might not be fo, 
'Twas with pain that fhe faw me depart* 

She gaz'd, as I flowly withdrew ; 

My path I could hardly difcern ; 
So fweetly fhe bade me adieu, 

I thought that fhe bade me return. 

The pilgrim that journeys all day 

To vifit fome far-diftant fhrine, 
If he bear but a relique away, 

Is happy, nor heard to repine. 
Thus widely remov'd from the fair, 

Where my vows, my devotion, I owe, 
Soft Hope is the relique Ibear, 

And my folace wherever I go. 



II. 
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II. HOPE. 

MY banks they are furnifh'd with bees, 
Whofe murmur invites one fo fleep ? 
My grottos are fhaded with trees, 

And my hills are white over with fheep. 
I feldom have met with a lofs, 

Such health do my fountains beflow ; 
My fountains all bordcr'd with mofs, 
Where the hare- bells and violets grow. 

Not a pine in my grove is there feen, 

But with tendrils of woodbine is bound: 
Not a beech's more beautiful green, 

But a fweet-briar entwines it around. 
Not my fields, in the prime of the year, 

More charms than my cattle unfold : 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear, 

But it glitters with fifties of gold. 

One would think fhe might like to retire 
To the bow'r I have labour'd to rear ; 

Not a fhrub that I heard her admire, 
But I hailed and planted it there. 

Oh 
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Oh how fudden the jeffamine ftrove 

With the lilac to render it gay ! 
Already it, calls for my love, 

To prune the wild branches away. 

From the plains, from the woodlands and groves, 

What ftrains of wild melody flow ? 
How the nightingales warble their loves 

From thickets of rofes that blow ! 

't 

And when her bright form fhall appear, 

Each bird fhall harmonioufly join 
In a concert fo foft and fo clear, 

As (he may not be fond to refign. 

I have found out a gift for my fair ; 

I have found where the wood-pigeons breed : 
But let me that plunder forbear, 

She will fay 'twas a barbarous deed : 
For he ne'er could be true, Ihe aver'd, 

Who could rob a poor bird of its young : 
And I lov'd her the more, when I heard 

Such tendernefs fall from her tongue. 



I have heard her with fweetnefs unfold 
How that pity was due to a dove ; 



That 
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That it ever attended the bold, 

And fhe call'd it the filler of love. 
But her words fuch a pleafure convey, 

So much I her accents adore. 
Let her fpeak, and whatever fhe fay, . 

Methinks I fhould love her the mo* 



Can a bofom fo gentle remain 

Unmov'd when her Cory don fighs ! 
Will a nymph that is fond of /the plain, 

Thefe plains and this valley defpife ? 
Sear regions of filence and fhade ! 

Soft fcenes of contentment and eafe ! 
Where I could have pleafingly ftray'd, 

If aught, in her abfence, could pleafe. 

But where does my Phyllida ftray ? 

And where are her grots and her bow'rs ? v 
-Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 

And the fhepherds as gentle as ours ? 
"The groves may perhaps be as fair, 

And the face of the valleys as fine ; 
The fwains may in manners compare, 

But their love is not equal to mine. 
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III. SOLLICITUDE. 

WHY will you my paffion reprove ? 
TjThy term it a folly to grieve ? 
Ere I (hew you the charms of my love, 

She is fairer than you can believe. 
With her mien ihe enamours the brave ; 

With her wit lhe engages the free ; 
With her modefty pleafes the grave ; 
She is ev'ry way pleating to me* 

you that have been of her train, 
Come and join in my amorous lays ; 

1 could lay down my life for the fwain, 
That will fing but a fong in her praife. 

When he lings, may the nymphs of the town 
Come trooping, and liften the while ; 

Nay on him let not Ph yllida frown ; 
But I cannot allow her to fmile. 



For when Paridel tries in the dance 
Any favour with Phyllis to find, 

O how, with one trivial glance, 
Might lhe ruin the peace of my mind ! 



In 
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In ringlets he drefles his hair, 

And his, crook is be-ftudded around ; 

And his pipe — oh may Phyllis beware 
Of a magic there is in the found. 



'Tis his with mock paf&on to glow ; 

'Tis his in fmooth tales to unfold, 
How her face is as bright as the fnow, 

And her bofom, be fure, is as cold : 
How the nightingales labour the (train, 

With the notes of his charmer to vie ; 
How they vary their accents in vain, 

Repine at her triumphs, and die. 

To the grove or the garden he (trays, 

And pillages every fweet ; 
Then, fuiting the wreath to his lays, 

He throws it at Phyllis's feet. 
O Phyllis, he whifpers, more fair, 

More fweet than the jefTamin's flow'r ! 
What are pinks, in a morn, to compare? 

What is eglantine, after a fhow'r ? 

Then the lily no longer is white ; 
Then the rofe is depriv'd of its blpom ; 

G Then 
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Then the violets die with defpight, 

And the woodbines give up their perfume. 

Thus glide the foft numbers along. 
And he fancies no fhepherd his peer ; 

Yet I never fhould envy the fong, 
Were not Phyllis to lend it an' ear* 



Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, 

So Phyllis the trophy defpife; 
Let his forehead with laurels be crown'd. 

So they mine not in Phyllis's eyes. 
The language that flows from the heart 

Is a ltranger to Paridel's tongue 5 
Yet may fhe beware of his art, 

Or fure I muft envy the fong. 



IV. DISAPPOINTMENT. 



YE fhepherds give ear to my lay, 
And take no more heed of my fheep : 
They have nothing to do, but to ftray ; 

I have nothing to do, but to weep. 
Yet do not my folly reprove ; 

She was fair and my paflion begun ; 



She 



* 
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She fmil'd, and I could not but love ; 
She is faithlefs, and I am undone. 



Perhaps I was void of all thought ; 

Perhaps it was plain to forefee, 
That a nymph fo compleat would be fought, 

By a fwain more engaging than me* 
Ah ! love ev'ry hope can infpire : 

It baniihes wifdom the while ; 
And the lip of the nymph we admire 

Seems for ever adorn'd with a fmile. 

She is faithlefs, and I am undone ; 

Ye that witnefs the woes I endure, 
Let reafon inftruft you to fhun 

What it cannot inftrutt you to cure. 
Beware how you loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree : 
It is not for me to explain 

How fair, and how fickle they be. 

Alas t from the day that we met, 

What hope of an end to my woes ? 
When I cannot endure to forget 

The glance that undid my repofe. 

Gz Yet 
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Yet time may diminifh the pain : 
The flower, the fhrub,- and the tree, 

Which I rear'd for her pleafure in vain, 
In time may have comfort for me. 



The fweets of a dew-fprinkled rofe, 

The found of a murmuring ftream, 
The peace which from folitude flows, 

Henceforth fhall be Co r y d o n *s theme. 
High tranfports are fhewn to the fight, 

But we are not to find them our own ; 
Fate never beftow'd fuch delight, 

As I with my Phyllis had known* 

ye woods, fpread your branches apace ; 
To your deepefl recefTes I fly ; 

1 would hide with the beafls of the chace ; 

1 would vanifh from every eye. 
Yet my reed fhall refound thro* the grove 

With the fame fad complaint it begun ; 
How flie fmil'd, and 1 could not but love ; 

Was faithlefs and I am undone ! 

Shenstone. 
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To the Memory of William Shenstone, Efq. 

COME, fhepherds, we'll follow the hearfe, 
And fee our lov'd Cory don laid : 
Tho' forrow may blemifh the verfe, 

Yet let the fad tribute be paid. 
They calPd him the pride of the plain : 

In footh, he was gentle and kind ; 
He mark'd in his elegant flrain, 
The graces that glow'd in his mind. 

On purpofe he planted yon trees. 

That birds in the covert might dwell ; 
He cultur'd the thyme for the bees, 

But never would rifle theircell. 
Ye lambkins that play'd at his feet, 

Go bleat, and your matter bemoan : 
His mufic was artlefs and fwect, 

His manners as mild as your own. 

G 3 N« 
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No verdure fhall cover the vale, 

No bloom on the bloflbms appear | 
The fweets of the foreft fhall fail, 

And winter difcolour the year. 
No birds in our hedges fhall fing, 

(Our hedges fo vocal before) 
Since he that fhould welcome the fpring r 

Can greet the gay feafon no more. 



His Phyllis was fond of his praife, 

And poets came round in a throng ; 
They liften'd, and envy'd his lays, 

But which of them equalPd his fbng t 
Ye fhepherds, henceforward be mute, 

For loft is the pafloral llrain ; 
So give me my Cory don's flute, 

And thus — let me' break it in twain. 



Cunningham. 
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PASSIONATE and DESCRIPTIVE 



O N G S. 



THE poet's rapturous defcriptions of 
beauty, with the expreflion of his 
warm fenfations and emotions, are the 
fubjefts of this clafs of fong-writing. 



Its models exift in the claffical remains 

G4 of 
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of Lyric poetry, and all the praife the 
moderns can here expeft, muft arife from 
imitating with fuccefs thefe examples of 
perfcftion. 

The fublime and beautiful of nature, 
were firft combined with the elegance and 
refinement of art, by the Grecians : and 
this fuperiority in their poetry, and the 
other fine arts, entitled them to diftinguifh 
the reft of the world from themfelves, as 
Barbarians. Their Roman conquerors, 
firft by their arms, and then by their bor- 
rowed arts, obtained a fhare in the ho- 
nourable exclufion. Among thefe people, 
even fimple nature was graceful, and or- 
nament was elegant and magnificent. 
Glaring fplendor reigned in the Eaft, arid 
terrible fublimity in the North, but grace 
and dignity belonged to Greece and Rome 
alone. Fancy, in her wildeft flights, could 
in them reftrain herfelf within the limits of 

harmony 
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harmony and proportion. Even fuperfti- 
tion here wore a* graceful afpeft. While 
the Deities of other nations were prefent 
to their minds in the horrid forms of cruel 
rage and gigantic deformity, they gave di- 
vinity to the fublime and beautiful con- 
ceptions of their poets and painters, Thefe 
they embodied with fuitable fymbols and 
attributes; and the eiithufiaftic votary 
worlhipped the God of his own enrap- 
tured imagination. There is no circum- 
ftance in which the genius of thefe people 
fliows itfelf more ftrongly than in the cha- 
racter of thefe fancy-formed divinities. 
Befidcs thofe particularly diftinguifhed by 
the title of the Graces, there were many 
whofe attributes expreffed the different 
/hades and variations of whatever is ele- 
gant and graceful. Their Venus was the 
abftraft idea of all thefe united — (he was 
grace and beauty itfelf, and parent of 
every thing latum et amabile — gladfonte 

and 



jo5 ON PASSIONATE AND 

and lovely. With the charming image of 
this ideal excellence in their minds, the 
poets of Greece and Rome fele&ed every 
pkafing objedt from the whole compafs of 
nature, and carefully feparated them from 
every thing difguflful and incongruous. 
From a croud of furrounding images they 
knew how to choofe fuch as were not only 
intrinfically beaupful, but fuitable to their 
fubjed ; and they knew when to drop all 
ornament, and recur to fimple nature. 
They diftinguilhed with the niceft judg- 
ment between the purpofes of elevating 
the fancy, and interefting the heart, and 
could give full force to each, without 
confounding and mixing their effedts. 

In the fpecies of Lyric poetry which 
we are now to confider, both thefe defigns 
have their place. The poetical defcripti- 
on of a fair form requires the comparifon 
pf every kindred objedt of delight, and the 

richeft 
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ticheft colouring that art can bcftow. The 
exprefiion of emotions, on the other hand, 
muft be conduced upon a fimple plan ; 
the feelings of the foul muft declare them- 
selves in artlefs touches of nature and the 
real fymptoms of pafiion ; and the poet's 
hand muft only appear in the delicacy of 
his ftrokes, and the foftnefs and harmony 
of his verification. t 

Sappho, the genuine favourite of Ve- 
nus, has given us a perfect model of the 
paffionate fong. She poured forth her whole 
foul in thofe amorous odes, of which time 
has indeed left us very fcanty remains, 
but fuch as will ever be the fineft exam- 
ples of elegance and fenfibility. The joy T 
ous Anacreon fucceeded, but with a diffe- 
rent turn of fentiment. His lyre was tuned 
rather to gaiety than tendernefs, and his 
Venus was rather the eafy companion of a 
bacchanalian, than the objeft of delicate 

and 
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and refined emotions. In Horace, the 
pafiionate warmth of Sappho, the eafy 
gaiety of Anacreon, and a fuperior ftrain 
of fancy and poetical enthufiafm proper 
to himfelf, are united ; but on the whole, 
he is lefs frequently tender, than gay, or 
fublime. Among the Romans, the elegiac 
poets chiefly excelled in the natural and 
fimple pathetic, and Tibullus is the pureft 
example of this kind of writing. His 
flowing, elegant, and unadorned ftyle^ 
fweetly correfponds with the tender fenti- 
ments of complaining love, and fome of 
the moft affe&ing touches of nature that 
ever were exprefled, have dropt from his 
pen. Ovid, though thoroughly acquaint- 
ed with thepaflion of love, and abounding 
with warm and natural defcriptions of it, 
was in general too much under the domi- 
nion of a lively fancy, and too fond of 
brilliant expreflion, to be long a pathetic 
writer. If he had compofed in the Lyric 

form, 



# 
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form, his pieces would have refembled our 
next clafs of witty and ingenious fongs y 
more nearly than thofe of any antient 
Lyric poet. 

The following fongs of the paffionate 
and defcriptive kind, refemble in various' 
degrees the antient mailers above-men- 
tioned. 

There are many imitations of the 
Sapphic ode, in its warm defcriptions of 
the external fymptoms of love. Befides 
that piece of Dr. Smollet's, which is only 
a variation of Sappho's famous ode, I 
would particularly point but 

<c Ah the lhepherd's mournful fate" 

as a near copy from this model. 

Horace, a poet the moft familiar to a 
fcholar of all the antients, has been imi- 
tated 
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tated in fcvcral fongs. Thefe are fuch as 
in common language would be peculiarly 
entitled odes, from their high ftrain <of 
fancy and poetical di&ion. That of Prior* 

" If wine and mufic have the power" 

may be marked as truly Horatian. 

The fimple pathetic of Tibullus and 
the writers of elegy, is moft fweedy mani- 
fefted in that charming fong of Dr. Percy*s t 

4i O Nancy wilt thou go with me 9 * 

which has fcarcely its equal for real ten- 
dernefs in this or any other language. 

Other refemblances might be pointed 
out, but I imagine it is unneceffary to go 
farther. What has been already obferved 
may ferve to put a reader of tafte upon 
remarking thofe niceties of compofitio'n, 

and 
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and delicate variations, which he might 
otherwife have paffed over ; and I would 
not anticipate therpleafure he will receive 
from his own difcoveries of this kind. An 
ample ftore of beauties lies open for his 
infpe&ion, and he will probably find rea- 
fon to flatter himfelf, that in this fpecies 
of poetry, as well as in every other, the 
Englifh follow the claflic antients with a 
bold and vigorous ftep, and (train hard 
for the palm of vidtory. 



V 
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BLEST as th* immortal Gods is he,* 
The youth that fondly fits by thee j 
And fees, and hears thee, all the while, 
Softly fpeak, and fweetly fmile. 

'Twas this depriv'd my foul of reft, 
And rais'd fuch tumults in my breaft ; 
For while I gaz'd, in tranfport toft, 
My breath was gone, my voice was loft. 



My 



* Though it may feem irregular to begin a collection of 
Englijb fongt with an ode of Sappho, yet I am tempted to do 
it on account of the excellence of the translation, which has 
almoft the merit of an original, and that the reader may haw 
fo nearly in his view a pattern of perfection with which he 
may compare the reft. 
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)S/ly bofom glow'd, a fubtle flame 
Ran quick thro' all my vital frame ; 
O'er my dim eyes a darknefs hung, 
My ears with hollow murmurs rung. 

In dewy damps my limbs were chill'd, 
My blood with gentle horrors thrill'd ; 
My feeble pulfe forgot to play, 
I fainted, funk, and died away. 

Phillips. 



THY fatal fhafts unerring move, 
I bow before thine altar, Love % 
I feel the foft refiftlefs flame 
Glide fwift thro* all my vital frame. 

For while I gaze, my bofom glows, 
My blood in tides impetuous flows ; 
Hope, fear, and joy alternate roll, 
And floods of tranfport whelm my foul. 

My fault'ring tongue attempts in vain 
In foothing numbers to complain ; 

H My 
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My tongue fome fecret magic ties* 
My murmurs fink in broken fighs. 

Condemned to nurfe eternal care, 
And ever drop the filent tear, 
Unheard I mourn, unknown I figh, 
Unfriended live, unpity'd die. 



Smollett* 



AH I the fliepherd's mournful fate ! 
When doom'd to love, and doom'd to languifh, 
To bear the fcornful fair one's hate, 

Nor dare difclofe his anguilh. 
Yet eager looks, and dying fighs, 

My fecret foul difcover, 
While rapture trembling thro* my eyes 

Reveals how much I love her. 
The tender glance, the redd'ning cheek, 

O'erfpread with rifing blufhes, 
A thoufand various ways they fpeak 
A thoufand various wilhes. 

For 
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tor oh ! that form fo heavenly fair, 

Thofe languid eyes fo fweetly fmiling, 
That artlefs blufh, and modeft air, 

So artfully beguiling ! 
Thy every look, and every grace 

So charms whene'er I view thee, 
Till death o'ertake me in the chafe 

Still will my hopes purfue thee : ' 
Then when my tedious hours are paft 

Be this laft blefling given, 
Low at thy feet to breathe my laft, 

And die in fight of heaven. 

Hamilton* 



GO, tell Amynta, gentle fwain, 
I would not die, nor dare complain ; 
Thy tuneful voice with numbers join, 
Thy voice will more prevail than mine : 
Por fouls opprefs'd, and dumb with grief, 
The Gods ordain 'd this kind relief, 
That mafic fhould in founds convey 
What dying lovers dare not fay. 

H 2 A figh, 
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A figh, or tear, perhaps, me'll give, 
But love on pity cannot live. 
Tell her, that hearts for hearts were made. 
And love with love is only paid. 
Tell her, my pains fo faft increafe, 
That foon they will be paft redrefs ; 
For ah ! the wretch that fpeechlefs lies, 
Attends but death to clofe his eyes. 

Dryden* 



'XT ES, faireft proof of beauty's power, 

-"- Dear idol of my panting heart ; 
Nature points this my fatal hour ; 
And I have liv'd ; and we muft part. 

While now I take my laft adieu 
Heave thou no figh, nor fhed a tear, 

Left yet my half-clos'd eye may view 
On earth an object worth its care* 

Frost 



L. . 
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From jealoufy's tormenting ftrife 

For ever be thy bofom freed ; 
That nothing may difturb thy life 

Content I haften to (he dead. 



Yet when fome better fated youth 
Shall with his amorous parly move thee. 

Reflect one moment on his truth 
Who dying thus perfifls to love thee. 

Prior. 



IN vain you tell your parting lover 
You wilh fair winds may waft him over ; 
Alas ! what winds can happy prove 
That bear me far from what I love ? 
Alas 1 what dangers on the main 
Can equal thofe which I fuflain 
From flighted vows and cold difdain ? , 

H3 JB* 



n8 PASSIONATE AND 

Be gentle, and in pity choofe 
To wiih the wildeft tempefts loofe ; 
That, thrown again upon the coaft 
Where firft my fhipwreck'd heart was loft, 
I may once more repeat my pain, 
Once more in dying notes complain 
Of flighted vows anj cold difdain. 

Prior. 



THE heavy hours are almoft pail 
That part my love and me ; 
My longing eyes may hope at laft 
Their only wifh to fee. 



But how, my Delia, will you meet 
The man you've loft fo long ? 

Will love in all your pulfes beat, 
And tremble on your tongue ? 

Will you in every look declare 
Your heart is ftill the fame ; 



Aa4 
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And heal each idle anxious care 
Our fears in abfence frame ? 



Thus Delia, thus I paint the fcene 
When fhortly we fhall meet, 

And try what yet remains between 
Of loit'ring time to cheat. 

But if the dream that fooths my mind 
Shall falfe and groundlefs prove, 

If I am doom'd at length to find 
You have forgot to love ; 

All I of Venus aft is this, 

No more to let us join ; " 
But grant me here the flatt'riag blifs, 

To die and think you mine. 

Lytteltojt. 



IF wine and mufic have the power 
To eafe the ficknefs of the foul, 
Let Phoebus every firing explore, 
And Bacchus fill the fprightly bowl. 

H 4 Let 
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Let them their friendly aid employ 
To make my Chloe's abfence light, 

And feck fpr pleafure, to deftroy 
The forrows of this live- long night. 

But (he to-morrow will return ; 

Venus be thou to-morrow great, 
Thy myrtles ftrew, thy odours burn, 

And meet thy fav'rite nymph in ftate, 
Kind Goddefs, to no other pow'rs 

Let us to-morrow's bleffings own ; 
The darling Loves mall guide the hours, 

And all the day be thine alone. 

Prior, 



WHEN Delia on the plaia appears, 
Aw'd by a thoufand tender fears, 
I would approach, but dare not move ; 
Tell me my heart if this be love ? 



Whene'er 
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Whene'er fhe fpeaks, my ravifh'd ear 
No other voice but her's can hear ; 
No other wit but hers approve ; 
Tell me my heart if this be love ? 



If fhe fome other fwain commend, 
Tho' I was once his fondeft friend, 
His inftant enemy I prove, 
Tell me my heart if this be love ? 

When lhe is abfent, I no more 
Delight in all that pleas'd before, 
The cleareft fpring, the fhadieft grove j 
Tell me my heart if this be love ? 

When fond of power, of beauty vain* 
Her nets fhe fpread for every fwain, 
I ftrove to hate, but vainly ftrove ; 
Tell me my heart if this be love ? 

Lytteltow, 
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AH ! why muft words my flame reveal ? 
Why needs my Damon bid me tell, 
What all my adlions prove ? 
A blufh whene'er I meet his eye, 
Whene'er I hear his name, a figh 
Betrays my fecret love. 

In all their fports upon the plain 
Mine eyes ftill fix'd on him remain, 

And him alone approve ; 
The reft unheeded dance or play, 
From all he fteals my praife away, 

And can he doubt my love ? 

Whene'er we meet, my looks confefs 
The joys that all my foal poflefs, 

And every care remove ; 
Still, ftill too fhort appears his flay, 
The moments fly too faft away, 

Too faft for my fond love. 



Doe* 
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l)oes anyTpeak in Damon's praife, 
So pleas'd am I with all he fays, 

I every word approve ; 
But is he blam'd, although in jell, 
I feel refentment fire my breaft, 

Alas ! becaufe I love. 



But ah ! what tortures tear my heart, 
When I fufpedfc his looks impart 

The leaft defire to rove ! 
I hate the maid that gives me pain, 
Yet him to hate I ftrive in vain, 

For ah ! that hate is love. 



Then afk not words, but read mine eyes, 
Believe my blufhes, truft my fighs, 

My paflion thefe will prove ; 
Words oft deceive and fpring from art, 
The' true expreffions of my heart 

To Damon, muft be love. 



y^fOME here, fond youth, whoe'er thou he 
V^ That boafts to love as well as me, 

And 



i«4 PASSIONATE AND 

And if thy breaft have felt fo wide a wound, 
Come hither and thy flame approve ; 
I'll teach thee what it is to love, 

And by what marks true paflion may be found, 



It is to be all bath'd in tears, 

To live upon a fmile for years, 
To lie whole ages at a beauty's feet ; 

To kneel, to languifh and implore, 

And ftill tho' fhe difdain, adore ; 
It is to do all this and think thy fufferings fweet. 

It is to gaze upon her eyes 

With eager joy and fond furprize, 
Yet temper'd with fuch chafte and awful fear 

As wretches feel who wait their doom ; 

Nor muft one ruder thought prefume 
Tho' but in whifpers breath'd, to meet her ear. 

It is to hope, tho' hope were loft, 
Tho' heaven and earth thy paflion croft ; 

Tho' fhe were bright as fainted queens above* 
And thou the leaft and meaneft fwain 
That folds his flock upon the plain, • 

Yet if thou dar'ft not hope, .thou doft not love, 

It 
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It is to quench thy joy in tears', 

To nurfe ftrange doubts and groundlefs fears ; 
If pangs of jealoufy thou haft not prov'd, 

Tho' fhe were fonder and more true 

Than any nymph old poets drew, 
Oh never dream again that thou haft lov'd. 



If when the darling maid is gone, 
Thou doft not feek to be alone, 

Wrapt in a pleafing trance of tender woe ; 
And mufe, and fold thy languid arms, 
Feeding thy fancy on her charms, 

Thou doft not love, for love is nourifti'd fo< 

* , 

If amy hopes thy bofom (hare 

But thofe which love has planted there, 
Or any cares but his thy breaft enthrall, 

Thou never yet his power haft known ; 

Love fits on a defpotic throne, 
And reigns a tyrant, if he reigns at all. 



rt 



Now if thou art fo loft a thing, 
Here all thy tender forrows bring, 
And prove whofe patience longeft can endure ; 

We'll 
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We'll ftrive whofe fancy (hall be loft 
In dreams of fondeft paffion moft, 
For if thou thus haft lov'd, oh ! never hope a cure* 

Mrs. Barbauld* 



IF ever thou didft joy to bind 
Two hearts in equal paffion join'd, 
O fon of Venus ! hear me now, 
And bid Florella blefs my vow. 

If any blifs refer v'd for me 

Thou in the leaves of fate fhould'ft fee, 

If any white propitious hour, 
Pregnant with hoarded joys in ftore$ 

Now, now the mighty treafure give, 
In her for whom alone I live ; 
In fterling love pay all the fum, 
And I'll abfolve the fates to come. 



In 
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In all the pride of full-blown charms 
Yield her, relenting, to my arms j 
Her bofom touch with foft denies, 
And let her feel what me infpires. 



But, Cupid, if thine aid be vain 

The dear reluctant maid to gain, 

If ftill with cold averted eyes 

She dafh my hopes, and fcorn my iighs j 

O ! grant ('tis all I aflc of thee) 
That I no more may change than fhe ; 
But ftill with duteous zeal love on, 
When every gleam of hope is gone. 

Leave me then alone to languifh, 
Think not time can heal m^ anguMh* 
Pity the woes which I endure, 
But never, never grant a cure. 

Mrs. Barbauld, 
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AS near a weeping fpring reclin'd, 
The beauteous Araminta pin'd, 
And mourn'd a falfe ungrateful youth ; 
While dying echoes caught the found, 
And fpread the foft complaints around 
Of broken vows and alterM truth ; 



An aged fhepherd heard her moan, 
And thus in pity's kindeft tone 
Addrefs'd the loft defpairing maid ; 
Ceafe, ceafe, unhappy fair, to grieve, 
For founds, tho' fweet, can ne'er relieve 
A breaking heart T)y love betray 'd. 

Why fhouldft thou wafte fuch precious fhowers, 

That fall like dew on wither'd flowers, 

But dying paffion ne'er reftor'd ; 

In beauty's empire is no mean, 

And woman, either Have or queen, 

Is quickly fcorn'd when not ador'd. 

Thofe 
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Thofe liquid pearls from either eye, 

Which might an eaftern empire buy, 

Unvalued here and fruitlefs fall ; 

No art the feafon can renew 

When love was young, and Damon true, 

No tears a wandering heart recall. 



Ceafe, ceafe to grieve, thy tears are vain, 
Should thofe fair orbs in drops of rain 
Vie with a weeping fouthern Iky ; 

For hearts o'ercome with love and grief 
All nature yields but one relief; 
Die, haplefs Araminta, die. 

Mrs. Barbauls, 



■ 

TOO plain, dear youth, thefe tell-tale eyA 
My heart your own declare ; 
But for heaven's fake let it fu%e 
You reign triumphant there* 

I Forbear 
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Forbear your atmoft power to try 
Nor farther urge your (way ; 

Preis not for what I muft deny, 
For fear I mould obey. 



Could all your arts fuccefsful prove, 

Would you a maid undo, 
Whofe greatefr. failing is her love, 

And that her love for you ? 

Say, would you ufe that very power 
You from her fondnefs claim, 

To ruin in one fatal hour 
A life of fpotlcfs fame. 

Refolve not then to do an ill 

Becaufe perhaps you may, 
But rather ufe your utmofl ikill 

To fave me than betray. 

Be you yourfclf my virtue's guard, 

Defend and not purfue, 
Since 'tis a tafk for me too hard 

To Have with love and you. 

Soame Jenyns, 
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STREPHON when you fee me fly t 
Let not this your fear create, 
Maids may be as often my 

Out of love as out of hate ; 
When from you I fly away, 
It is becaufe I dare not Hay* 

Did I put of hatred run 

Lefs you'd be my pain and care ; 
But the youth I love, to fhun, 

Who can fuch a trial bear ? 
Who that fuch a fwain did fee 
Who could love and fly like me ? 

Cruel duty bids me go, 

Gentle love commands me day ; 
Duty's Hill to love a foe, 

Shall I this or that obey ? 

Duty frowns, and Cupid fmiles, 

That defends, and this beguiles, 

I 2 fever 
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Ever by thefe cryftal ftreams 
I could fit and hear thee figh, 

RaviuVd with thefe pleating dreams 
O 'tis worfe than death to fly : 

But the danger is fo great 

Fear gives wings, inftead of hate. 



Strephon, if you love me, leave mev 

If you Hay I ant undone ; 
Oh ! with eafe you may deceive me, 

Pri'thee charming fwain be gone. 
Heav'n decrees that we ihould part, 
That has my vows, but you my heart** 



rtrf 



w 



HEN firft I faw thee graceful move 

Ah me, what meant my throbbing breait f 
Say, foft confufion, art thou love ? 
If love thou art, then farewel reft I 



Since 
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Since doom'd I am to love thee, fair, 

Tho* hopelefs of a warm return, 
Yet kill me not with cold defpair, 

But let me live, and let me burn. 



With gentle fmiles^aflwage the pain 
Thofe gentle fmiles did firft create ; 

And, tho* you cannot loye again, 
In pity, oh ! forbear to hate. 



NOW fee my Goddefs, earthly born.* 
With fmiling looks, and fparkling eyes, 
And with a bloom that fhames the morn 
New rifen in the eaftern ikies ! 

Furniih'd from nature's boundlefs ftore, 
And onje of pleafure's laughing train, 

1 3 Stranger 

•This Song is defined as a Contrast to an Addrcfc 
to Wisdom. 
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Stranger to all the wife explore, 

She proves all far-fought knowledge vain. 



Untaught as Venus, when fhe found 
Herfelf firft floating on the fea, 
And laughing begg'd the Tritons round 
For fhame to look fome other way. 

And unaccomplifh'd all as Eve 
In the firft morning of her life, 
When Adam blufh'd, and afk'd her leave 
To take her hand, and call her wife. 



Yet there is fomething in her face, 
Tho* (he's unread in Plato's lore, 
Might bring e'en Plato to difgrace, 
For leaving precepts taught before. 

And there is magic in her eye, 
Tho* fhe's unfkilPd to conjure down 
The pale moon from th* affrighted iky, 
^ould draw Endymion from the moon. 

And there are words that fhe can fpeak, 
Molt eafy to be underftood, 



More 
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More fweet than all the Heathen Greek 
By Helen fpoke, when Paris woo'd* 

And fhe has raptures in her pow'r, 
More worth than all the flatt'ring claim 
Of learning's unfubftantial dow'r, 
In prefent praife or future fame. 

Let me but kifs her foft warm hand, 
And let me whifper in her ear 
What Knowledge would not underitand, 
And Wifdbm would difdain to hear. 



And let her liften to my tale. 
And let one fmiling blufh arife, 
Bleft omen that my vows prevail ! 
I'll fcorn the fcorn of all the wife. 



T 



IS not the liquid brightnefs of thofe eyes, 
That fwim with pleafure and delight ; 

1 4 Nor 
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Nor thofe fair heavenly arches which arife 

O'er each of them to fhade their light ; 

'Tis not that hair which plays with every wind, 

And loves to wanton round thy face ; 

Now ftraying o'er thy forehead, now behind 

Retiring with iniidious grace. 



'Tis not that lovely range of teeth, as white 
As new morn fheep, equal and fair ; 
Nor even that gentle fmile, the heart's delight, 
With which no fmile could e'er compare ; 
'Tis not that chin fo round, that neck fb fine, . 
Thofe breafts that fwell to meet my love ; 
That eafy doping waift, that form divine, 
Nor ought below, nor ought above. 

_ » 

*Tis not the living colours over each, 

By nature's fineii pencil wrought, 

To fhame the frefh blown rofe, and blooming peach, 

And mock the happieft painters thought : 

But 'tis that gentle mind, that ardent love, 

So kindly anfwering my defire ; 

That grace with which you look, and fpeak, and move. 

That thus have fet my foul on fire. 
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HAIL to the myrtle (hade, 
All hail to the nymphs of the fields ! 
Kings would not here invade 

The pleafure that virtue yields. 
Beauty here opens her arms ; 

To foften the languishing mind, 
And Phyllis unlocks her charms ; 

Ah Phyllis ! oh why fo unkind? # 

Phyllis, thou foul of love, 

Thou joy of the neighbouring fwains j 
Phyllis, that crowns the grove, 

And Phyllis that gilds the plains; 
Phyllis, that ne'er had the fkill 

To paint, to patch and be fine, 
Yet Phyllis whofe eyes can kill, 

Whom nature hath made divine. 



Phyllis, whofe charming fong 

Makes labour and pains a delight ; 

Phyllis, 
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Phyllis, that makes the day young, 
And fliortens the live-long night ; 

PhylliS, whofe lips like May 

Still laugh at the fweets they bring ; 

Where love never knows decay, 
But fits with eternal fpring. 

Lee. 



WAFT me fome foft and cooling breeze 
To Windfor's fhady kind retreat, 
Where fylvan fcenes, wide fpreading trees 
Repel the raging dog-ftar's heat. 

Where tufted grafs, and mofly beds 

Afford a rural calm repofe ; , 

Where woodbines hang their dewy heads, 
And fragrant fweets around difclofe. 

Old oozy Thames that flows faft by 
Along the fmiling valley plays ; 

His glafly furface cheers the eye, 

And thro' the flow'ry meadows itrays. 



His 
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His fertile banks with herbage green 

His vales with fmiling plenty fwell ; 
Where'er his purer ftream is feen • 
The Gods of health and pleafure dwell. 



Let me thy clear, thy yielding wave 
With naked arm once more divide ; 

In thee my glowing bofom lave 
And ftem thy gently rolling tide. 

Lay me with damafk rofes crown'd 
Beneath fome ofier's dufky fhade, 

Where water lilies paint the ground 
And bubbling fprings refrefh the glade* 

Let chafle Clarinda too be there 
With azure mantle lightly dreft ; 

Ye nymphs bind up her filken hair ; 
Ye Zephyrs fan her panting breaft, 

O hafte away, fair maid, and bring 
The Mufe, the kindly friend to love, 

To thee alone the Mufe fhall fing 
And warble thro' the vocal grove. 

Lansdown, 
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WHILE in the bower with beauty bleft 
The lov'd Am in tor lies, 
While (inking on Zelinda's breaft 
He fondly kifs'd her eyes ; 

A waking nightingale who long 
Had mourn'd within the fhade, 

Sweetly renew'd her plaintive fong 
And' warbled thro' the glade. 

Melodious fongftrefs, cried the fwain, 

To fhades lefs happy go, 
Or if with us thou wilt remain 

Forbear thy tuneful woe. 



While in Zelinda's arms I lie 

To fong I am not free ; 

On her foft bofom while I iigh ' 

I difcord find in thee. 

Zeljnda 
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Ze linda gives me perfect joys 5 

Then ceafe thy fond intrufion ; 
Be filent ; muiic now is noife, 

Variety, confufion. 



WHEN Sappho tun'd the raptur'd Grain 
The liftning wretch forgot his pain > 
With art divine the lyre ihe ftrung, 
Like thee (he play'd, like thee flie fung. 

For while (toe fh*uck the quiv'ring wire 
The eager breaft was all on fire ; 
And when fhe join'd the vocal lay 
The captive foul was charm'd away. 

But had (he added ft ill to thefe 
Thy fofter, chatter, power to pleafe ; 
Thy beauteous air of fprightly youth, 
Thy native fmiles of artlefs truth ; 



She 
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She ne'er had pin'd beneath difdain, 
She ne'er had play'd and fung in vain ; 
Defpair had ne'er her foul poffeft 
To dafh on rocks the tender breaft. 

Smollett* 



GO plaintive founds ! and to the fair 
My fecret wounds impart, 
Tell all I hope, tell all I fear, 
Each motion in my heart. 

But fhe, methinks, is lift'ning now 

To fome enchanting drain ; 
The fmile that triumphs o'er her brow 

Seems not to heed my pain. 

Yes, plaintive founds ! yet, yet delay, 

Howe'er my love repine ; 
Let that gay minute pafs away, 

The next perhaps is thine. 



Yes, 
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Yes, plaintive founds ! no longer croft, 

Your grief fhall foon be o'er ; 
Her cheek, undimpled now, has loft 

The fmile it lately wore* 



Yes, plaintive founds E'fhe now is yours, 

'Tis now your time to move ; 
Effay to foften all her powers, 

And be that foftnefs, love. 

Ceafe, plaintive fouricjif! your tafk is done ; 

That anxious tender air 
Proves o'er her heart the conqueft won ; 

I fee you melting there. 

Return, ye fmiles, return again, 

Return each fprightly grace 5 
I yield up to your charming reign 

All that enchanting face, 

I take no outward fhew amifs, 
Rove where you will, her eyes % 

Still let her fmiles each fhepherd blefs, 
So lhe but hear my fighs. 

Hamilton. 
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"ITCTHEN charming Teraminta fingty 

Each new air new paffion brings } 
Now I refolve, and now I fear ; 
Now I triumph, now defpair ; 
Frolic now, now faint I grow ; 
Now I freeze, and now I glow. 
The panting zephyrs round Her play, 
And trembling on her lips would Hay j 

Now would Men, now would kite 
Trembling fvith divided blifs ; 
Till, by her breath repuls'd, they fly. 
And in low plealing murmurs die. 
Nor do I afk that fhe would give 
By fome new note, the pow'r to live ; 
I would, expiring with, the found, 
Die on the lips that gave the wourtd. 
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MY dear miftaefs has a heart, 
Soft as thofe kind looks ihe gave me, 
-When with love's refiftlefs art, 

And her eyes, lhe did enflave me : 
But her conftancy's fo weak, 

She's fo wild and apt to wander, 
That my jealous heart would break 
Should we live one day afunder. 

Melting joys about her moVe, 

Wounding pleafures, killing blifles, 
She. can drefs her eyes in love, 

And her lips can arm with kiiles ; 
Angels liften when ihe fpeaks, 

She's my delight, all mankind's wonder. 
But my jealous heart would break 

Should we live one day afunder. 

Rochester, 



K 



t 
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LET the ambitious favour find 
In courts and empty noife, 
Whilft greater love does fill my mind 
With filent real joys. 

* 

Let fools and knaves grow rich and great 
And the world think 'em wife, 

Whilft I lie dying at her feet, 
And all that world defpife. 

Let conquering kings new trophies raife, 

And melt in court delights, 
Her eyes can give me brighter days, 

Her arms much fofter nights. 

Dorset* 
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FROM all uneafy pafficms free, 
Revenge, ambition, jealoufy, 
Contented, I had been too blelt 
If love and you had let ( me reft : 
Yet that dull life I now defpife ; 

Safe from your eyes 
I fear'd no griefs, but then I found no joys. 

Amidft a thoufand kind de/tres 
Which beauty moves, and love infpires. 
Such pangs I feel of tender fear, 
No heart fo foft as mine can bear. 
Yet I'll defy the worft of harms, 

Such are your charms, 
*Tis worth a life to die within your arms. 

Sheffield Duke of Buckingham. 



OFT on the troubled ocean's face 
Loud ftormy winds arife ; 
The murmurings furges fwell apace, 
And clouds obfcure the ikies. 

K* But 



4 » 
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But when the tempeft's rage is o'er, 
Soft breezes fmooth the main ; 

The billows ceafe to lafh the more, 
And- all is calm again. 



Not fo in fond and amorous fouls 
If tyrant love once reigns, 

There one eternal tempeft rolls 
And yields unceafing pains. 



FLY, thoughtlefs youth, th' enchantrefs fly ! # 
To other climes direct thy way ; 
Let honours plume attract thine eye, 
Nor wafte in indolence the day : 
She nor regards thy fighs or tears, 
She triumphs in thy jealous fears, 
And would rejoice to blaft the bloflbm of thy years. 

Yet 

* Th 1 s piece is taken from a late publication entitled Senii- 
mental Tales f in which the loves of Catullus and Lesbia 
are formed into a fictitious ftory, intermixed with feveral 
poetical tranflations and imitations from Catullus's Works,— * 
This however fcems entirely original. 



*.* 
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Yet yonder myrtle's fragrant made, 
Where fparkling winds the cryflal rill, 

Has feen this falfe, this cruel maid, 
Fond as her wanton lover's will : 
Has feen thee on her bread reclin'd, 
' Has feen her arms around thee twin'd, 

While with carefTes fweet (he woo'd thee to be kind. 

But fince no more th' inconflant fair 

Will liflen to thy tender vow, 
Let nobler objects claim thy care, 

And bid the faithlefs maid adieu. 

Adieu, falfe beauty I hence no more 

Catullus will thy fmile implore, 
To fhun thy hated charms he feeks a foreign ihore. 

Him thou wilt mourn, when fure decay 

Shall rob that form of every grace ; 
And for each charm it fteals away, 

Shall add a wrinkle to that face : 

No lover then for thee will figh, 

Or read the glances of thine eye, 
Or on thy once lov'd bread in amorous tranfports die. 

Alas Catullus ! you in vain 
Would fpurn imperial beauty's fway ; 

K3 Fail 
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Faft bound in Venus' magic chain, 
Soon will each rebel wifh decay : 
Ev'n now, mould Lesbia hither move 
In her accuftom'd looks of love, * 
How weak,how feeble all thy ftrong refolves would prove. 



PREPAR'D to rail, refolved to part, 
When I approach the perjurM maid. 
What is it awes my timorous heart ? 
Why is my tongue afraid ? 

With the leaft glance a little kind . 

Such wond'rous power have Myra's charms, 
She calms my doubts, enflaves my mind. 

And all my rage difarms. 

Forgetful of her broken vows 

When gazing on that form divine, 

Her injur'd vafTal trembling bows, 
Nor dares her flave repine. 

* 

Landsdown. 
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COME all ye youths whofe hearts e'er bled, 
By cruel beauty's pride ; 
Bring each a garland on his head, 

Let none his forrows hide : 
But hand in hand around me move, 
Singing the faddeft tales of love ; 
And fee, when your complaints ye join, 
Jf all your wrongs can equal mine. 

The happieft mortal once was I, 

My heart no forrows knew ; 
Pity the pain with which I die, 

But afk not whence it grew : 
Yet if a tempting fair you find, 
That's very lovely, very kind, 
Tho' bright as Heaven whofe ftamp ihe bears, 
Think of my fate, and fhun her fnares. 

Otwav. 



K4 
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ON a bank, befide a willow, 
Heaven her covering, earth her pillow. 
Sad Aminta figh'd alone : 
From the checrlefs dawn of morning, 
Till the dews of night returning, 

Singing, thus me made her moan j 
Hope is banifh'd, 
Joys are vanifh'd, 
Damon, my bclov'd, is gone. 

Time, I dare thee to difcover 
Such a youth, and fuch a lover, 

Oh ! fo true, fo kind was he ! 
Damon was the pride of nature, 
Charming in his every feature, 
Damon liv'd alone for me ; 
Melting ki/Tes, 
Murmuring blifles, 
Who fo liv'd and lov'd as we ? 

Never 



'r ■: .. 
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Never (hall we curfe the morning, 
Never blefs the night returning, 
Sweet embraces to reftore ; 
Never (hall we both lie dying, 
Nature failing, love fupplying 

All the joys he drain'd before : 
Death come end me 
To befriend me ; 
Love and Damon are no more ! 

Dryden, 



TO the brook and the willow that heardhim complain , 
Ah willow ! willow ! 
Poor Colin went weeping, and told them his pain. 
Sweet (beam, he cry'd, fadly I'll teach thee to flow, 
And the waters (hall rife to the brink with my woe. 
AH reftlefs' and painful my Celia now lies, 
And counts the fad moments of time as it flies : 
To the nymph, my heart's love, ye foft (lumbers repair, 
Spread your downy wings o'er her, and make her your care; 

Let 
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Let me be left reftlefs, mine eyes never clofe, 
So the fleep that I lofe give my dear one repofe. 
Sweet ftream ! if you chance by her pillow to creep, 
Perhaps your foft murmurs may lull her to fleep* 
But if I am doom'd to be wretched indeed. 
And the lofs of my charmer the fates have decreed, 
Believe me, thou fair one, thou dear one, believe, 
Few fighs to thy lofs, and few tears will I give ; 
One fate to thy Colin and thee fhall betide, 
And foon lay thy fhepherd down by thy cold fide. 
Then glide, gentle brook, and to lofe thyfelf hafte, 
Bear this to my willow ; this verfe is my laft. 
Ah willow ! willow ! Ah willow ! willow ! 

RowE. 



TO fair F i d e l e 's grafly tomb 
Soft maids, and village hinds fhall bring 
Each op'ning fweet of earlieft bloom, 
And rifle all the breathing fpring. 



NQ 
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No wailing ghoft fhall dare appear 
To vex with ftirieks this quiet grove, 

But fhepherd lads aflemble here, 
And melting virgins own their love. 

No wither'd witch fhall here be feen, 

No goblins lead their nightly crew ; 
But female fays (hall haunt the green, 
. And drefs thy grave with pearly dew f 

The red breaft oft at evening hours 

Shall kindly lend his little aid, 
With hoary mofs and gather'd flow'rs 

To deck the ground where thou art laid. 

When howling winds and beating rain 

In tempefts fhake the fylvan cell ; 
Or 'midft the chafe upon the plain 

The tender thought on thee fhall dwell, 



Each lonely fcene fhall thee reftore, 

For thee the tear be duly fhed ; 
Belov'd, till life can charm no more, 

And ntousn'd, till pity's felf be dead. 

Collins, 



** 
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TTfTHEN here Lucinda firft we came 
Where Arno rolls his filver flream, 
How blithe the nymphs, the fwains how gay, 
Content infpir'd each rural lay. 
The birds in livelier concert fung, 
The grapes in thicker clufters hung, 
All look'd as joy could never fail 
Among the fweets of Arno's vale. 

But now fince good Pal^mon died, 
The chief of fhepherds and the pride, 
Old Arno's fons muft all give place 
To northern fwains, an iron race. 
The tafte of pleafure now is o'er, 
Thy notes Lucinda pleafe no more§ 
The Mufes droop, the Goths prevail, 
Adieu the fweets of Arno's vale. 

Dqrset, 



DESCRIPTIVE SONGS. 157 



1 IX7HEN lovely woman ftoops to folly, 

And finds too late that, men betray, 
What charm can footh her m?lancholy ? 
What art can wafh her guilt away ? 

The only art her guilt to cover, 
To hide her fhame from every eye, 

To give repentance to her lover, 
And wring his bofom, is— to die. 

Goldsmith. 



tm 



TELL my Strephon that I die ; 
Let echoes to each other tell, 
Till tile mournful accents fly 
To St rep hon 's ear, and all is well. 



But 
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But gently breathe the fatal truth, 
And foften every harfher found. 

For Strephon's fuch a tender youth, 
The foftefl words too deep will wound. 



Now* fountains, echoes, all be dumb ; 

For mould I coft my fwain a tear, 
I fhould repent it in my tomb, 

And grieve I bought my reft fo dear* 



FROM place to place, forlorn, I go, 
With downcaft eyes, a filent (hade ; 
Forbidden to declare my woe ; 
To {peak, till fpoken to, afraid* 

My inward pangs, my fecret grief, 
My foft con fen ting looks betray ; 

He loves, but gives me no relief; 
Why fpcaks not he who may ? 

Steel*. 
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ffHERE is one dark and Allien hour, 

Which fate decrees our lives fhould know 
Elfe we lhoald flight th* Almighty power, 

Wrapt in the joys we find below : 
'Tis paft, dear Cynthia, now let frowns begone, 

A long, long pennance I have done 

For crimes, alas ! to me unknown. 



In each foft hour of filent night 
Your image in my dream appears j 

I grafp the foul of my delight, 

Slumber in joys, but wake in tears : 

Ah ! faithlefs charming faint, what will you do ? 
Let me not think I am by you 
LovM lefs for being true. * 



F 



AIR, and foft, and gay, and young, 
All charm ! fhe play'd, (he danc'd, Jhe fung, 

There 
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There was no way to 'fcape the dart, 

No care could guard the lover's heart. 

Ah ! why, cry'd i, and Jropt a tear, 

(Adoring, yet defpairing e'er 

To have he* to t.\\ fclf alone.) 

Was To much iwcetiieis made for one? 



But growing bolder, in her ear 
I in (oft numbers told my care : 
She heard, and rais'd me from her feet; 
And feem'd to glow with equal heat. 
Like heaven's, too mighty to cxprefs, 
My joys could but be known by guefs ! 
Ah ! fool, Ciid I, what have I done, 
To wifh her made for more than one ? 



But long I had not been in view, 
Before her eyes their beams withdrew ; 
Ere I had -reckon' d half her charms 
She funk into another's arms. 
But fhe that once could faMiiefs be, 
WiP /::vr:iir him no more tuau ine : 
He too will fiiid himfelf undone, 
And that (he was not nude for one* 
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THO' cruel you feem to my pain, 
And hate me becaufe I am true ; 
Yet, Phyllis, you love a falfe Twain, 
Who has other nymphs in his view. 

Enjoyment's a trifle to him, 

To me what a heaven 'twould be ! 

To him but a woman you feem, 
But, ah ! you're an angel to me. 



Thofe lips which he touches in hafte 
fo them I for ever could grow ; 

Still clinging around that dear waift 
Which he fpans as bcfide him you go- 

That arm, like a lily fo white, 
Which over his moulders you lay, 

My bofom could warm it all night. 
My lips they could prefs it all day. 



Were 
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Were I like a monarch to reign, 
Were graces my fubje&s to be, 

I'd leave them, and fly to the plain, 
To dwell in a cottage with thee. 

But if I muft feel your difdain, 
If tears cannot cruelty drown, 

Oh ! let me not live in this pain, 
But give me my death in a frown* 



YE ihepherds and nymphs that adorn the gay plain, 
Approach from your fports and attend to my {train ; 
Amongft all your number a lover fo true 
Was ne'er fo undone with fuch blifs in his view. 

Was ever a nymph fo hard-hearted as mine ? 
She knows me fincere, and fhe fees how I pine ; 
She does not difdain me nor frown in her wrath, 
But calmly and mildly refigns me to death. 

She calls me her friend, but her lover denies ; 
She fmiles when I'm cheerful, but hears not my fighs. 

A bofom 



***?*. 
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A bofom (6 flinty, Co gentle an air, 

Infpires me with hope, and yet bids me defpair. 

* 

I fall at her feet and implore her with tears ; 

Her anfwer confounds, while her manner endears : 

When foftly fhe tells me to hope no relief 

My trembling lips blefs her in fpite of my grief. 

By night, when I fl umber, Hill haunted with care, 
I ftart up iu anguifa, and i\g\ for the fair : 
The fair fleeps in peace, may fhe ever do fo ! 
And only when dreaming imagine my wo. 

Then gaze at a diftance, nor farther afpire, 
Nor think fhe could love whom fhe cannot admire : 
Hum all thy complaining, and dying her flave 
Commend her to heaven, and thyfelf to the grave. 

Hamilton* 



YE happy fwains whofc hearts are free 
From love's imperial chain, 
Take warning and be taught by me 
T' avoid th* inchanting pain ; 

L 2 Fatal 
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Fatal the wolves to trembling flocks, 

Fierce winds to bloflbms prove, 
To carelefs Teamen hidden rocks, 

To human quiet love. 



Fly the fair fex if blifs you prize, 
The fnake's beneath the flower ; 

Who ever gaz'd on beauteous eyes 
That tailed quiet more ? 

How faithlefs is the lover's joy ! 

How conftant is their care ! 
The kind with falfhood do dcftroy, 
The cruel with defpair. 

Etheridce. 



WHEN your beauty appears 
In its graces and airs, 
All bright as an angel new dropt from the fey ; 
At diilance I gaze, and am aw'd by my fears, 
So ftrangely you dazzle my eye ! 

But 
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But when without art. 

Your kind thoughts you impart, 
When your love runs in blufhes thro' every vein ; ' 
When it darts from your eyes, when it pants in your heart, 

Then I know you're a woman again. 



There's a paflion and pride " 

In our fex, me reply'd, 
And thus, might I gratify both, would I do ; 
Still an angel appear to each lover beiide, 

But yet be a woman to you* 

Parnel, 



AS Amoret with Phillis fat 
One evening on the plain, 
And faw the gentle Strephon wait 

To tell the nymph his pain, 
The threatning danger to remove, 
She whifper'd in her ear, 



L3 Ah 
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Ah Phil lis ! if you would love, 
That fhepherd do not hear. 

None even had fo ftrange an art 

His paflion to convey 
Into a liftning Virgin's heart, 

And Iteal her foul away. 
Fly, fly betimes for fear you give 

Occafion for your fate, 
In vain faid flic, in vain I ftrive ; 

Alas ! 'tis now too late. 



***** 



CAN love be controuPd by advice, 
Can madnefs and reafon agree ? 
O Molly, who'd ever be wife, 
If madnefs is loving of thee ? 
Let'fagcs pretend to defpife 

The joys they want fpirits to tafte, 
Let us feize old time as he flies, 

And the bleffings of life while they laft. 



Pull 
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Dull wifdom but adds to our cares ; 

Brifk love will improve ev'ry joy, 
Too foon we may meet with gray hairs, 

Too late may repent being coy. 
Then Molly, for what mould we ftay 

Till our beft blood begins to run cold ? 
Our youth we can have but to day, 

We may always find time to grow old. 



MORTALS, learn your lives to meafure 
Not by length of time, but plcafure ; 
Now the hours invite, comply ; 
While you idly paufe, they fly : 
Bleft, a nimble pace they keep, 
But in torment, then they creep. 

Mortals, learn your lives to meafure 
Not by length of time, but pleafure ; 
Soon your fpring muft have a fall ; 
Loiing youth, is lofing all : 
Then you'll afk, but none will give, 
And may linger, but not live. 

L 4 
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BID me when forty winters more 
Have furrow'd deep my pallid brow, 
When from my head, a fcanty ftore, 
Lankly the wither'd trefles flow ; 
When the warm tide, that bold and ftrong 

Now rolls impetuous on and free, 
Languid and flow fcarce creeps along, 
Then bid me court fobriety. 

Nature who form'd the varied fcene 

Of rage and calm, of froft and fire, 
Unerring guide, could only mean, 

That age fliould reafon, youth defire«. 
Shall then that rebel man, prefume 

(Inverting nature's law) to feize 
The dues of age in youth's high bloom, 

And join impoffibilities ? 

No-*-let me wafte the frolic May 
In wanton joys and wild excefs, 



In 
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In revel /port and laughter gay 
And mirth, and rofy chearfulnefs ; 

Woman, the foul of all delights, 
And wine the aid of love be near ; 

All charms me that to joy incites, 
And every ftie that's kind is fair. 



TELL me not I my time mifpend, 
'Tis time loft to reprove me ; 
Purfue thou thine, I have my end, 
So Chloris only love me. 

Tell me not others' flocks are full, 
Mine poor, let them defpife me 
Who more abound in milk and wool, 
' So Chloris only prize me. 

Tire others' eafier ears with thefe 
Unappertaining ftories ; 



Ho 
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He never feels the world's difeafe 
Who cares not for her glories. 



For pity, thou that wifer art> 
Whofe thoughts lie wide of mine, 

Let me alone with my own heart, 
And I'll ne'er envy thine. 



Nor blame him, whoe'er blames my wit, 
That feeks no higher prize, . 

Than in unenvy'd fhades to fit, 
And fing of Chloris' eyes, 

Eaton. 



WHY, cruel creature, why fo bent^' 
To vex a tender heart ? 
To gold and title you relent ; 
Love throws in vain his dart. 



Let 
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Let glitt'ring fops in courts be great, 

For pay let armies move : 
Beauty lhould have no other bait, 

But gentle vows and love. 



If on thofe endlefs charms you lay 
The value that's their due ; 

Kings are themfelves too poor to pay ; 
A thoufand worlds too few. 



But if a paffion without vice, 

Without difguife or art, 
Ah Celia ! if true love's your price, 

Behold it in my heart. 

JiANSDOWN, 



*■ 



FOREVER, Fortune, wilt thou prove 
An unrelenting foe to love ; 
And when we meet a mutual heart, 
Come in between and bid us part ? 

Bid 
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, Bid us figh on from day to day, 
And wifh, and wifh the foul away, 
Till youth and genial years are flown, 
And all the life of life is gone ? 



But bufy, bufy ftill art thou, 
To bind the lovelefs joylefs vow, 
The heart from pleafure to delude, 
And join the gentle to the rude. 

For once, O Fortune, hear my pray'r, 

And I abfolve thy future care 5 

All other wilhes I refign, 

Make but the dear Amanda mine. 



Carter. 



YOUNG I am and yet unfkilPd 
How to make a lover yield ; 
How to keep, and how to gain, 
When to love, and when to feign. 



Take 
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Take me, take me fome of you 
While I yet am young and true ; 
Ere I can my foul difguife, 
Heave my breaib, and roll my eyes; 



Stay not till I learn the way 
How to lie and to betray ; 
He that has me firft, is bleft, 
For I may deceive the reft. 

Could I find a blooming youth 
Full of love, and full of truth, 
Briik, and of a janty mien, 
I mould long to be fifteen. 



SAY not, Olinda, I defpife 
The faded glories of your face, 
The languifhed vigour of your eyes, 
And that once only-lov'd embrace. 



Id 
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In vain, in vain, my conftant heart 
On aged wings, attempts to meet, 

With wonted fpeed, thofe flames you dart, 
It faints, and flutters at your feet, 



I blame not your decay of power, 
You may have pointed beauties dill, 

Tho* me, alas ! they wound no more 5 
You cannot hurt what cannot feel. 



On youthful climes your beams difplay, 
There you may cherifh with your heat* 

And rife the fun to gild their day, 
To me, benighted, when you fet* 



DEAR Chloe while thus beyond meafure 
You treat me with doubts and difdain ; 
You rob all your youth of its pleafure, 
And hoard up an old age of pain : 

Your 
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Your maxim that love is {till founded 
On charms that will quickly decay, 

You will find to be very ill grounded 
When once you its di&ates obey. 



The jpaflion from beauty firft drawn 

Your kindnefs will vaftly improve ; 
Soft looks and gay fmiles are the dawn, 

Fruition's the funfhine of love : 
And tho' the bright beams of your eyes 

Should be clouded, that now are fo gay, 
And darknefs obfcure all the ikies, 

We ne'er can forget it was day. 

Old Darby with Joan by his fide 

You oft have regarded with wonder ; 
He is dropikal, Ihc is fore-ey'd, 

Yet they're ever uneafy afunder ; 
Together they totter about 

And lit in the fu* at the door, 
And at night when old Darby's pot's out 

His Joan will not fmoke a whiff more. 



No beauty or wit they poffefs 
Their feveral failings to fmother, 



Then 
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Then what are the charms can you gueis 
That make them fo fond of each other ? 

'Tis the pleaiing remembrance of youth, 
The endearments that love did beftow, 

The thoughts of paft pleafure and truth, 
The beft of all bleffings below. 



Thefe traces forever will laft 

Which iicknefs nor time can remove ; 
For when youth and beauty are paft, 

And age brings the winter of k>v$ f 
A friendlhip infeniibly grows, 

By reviews of fuch raptures as thefe, 
And the current of fondnefs ftill flows 

Which decrepid old age cannot freeze. 



m-* 



'i 



AWAY, let nought to love difpleafing 
My Winifreda move thy fear, 
Let nought delay the heavenly bleifing, 
Nor fqueamiih pride, nor gloomy care. 



What 
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What the' no grants of royal donors 
With pompous titles grace our blood, 

We'll mine in more fubftantial honours, 
And to be noble we'll be good. 



What tho' from fortune's lavlfli bounty 
No mighty treafures we poflefs, 

We'll find within our pittance plenty, 
And be content without excefs. 



Still wall each kind returning feafon 

Sufficient for our wifhes give, 
For we will live a life of reafon, 

And that's the only Hie to rive. 

Our name while virtue thus we tender 
Shall fweetly found where'er 'tis fpoke, 

And all the great ones much (hall wonder 
How they admire fuch little folk. 

Thro' youth and age in love excelling 
We'll haad in hand together tread. 

Sweet fmtKag peace wall crown our dwelling, 
And babes, fweet fmiling babes, our bed. 

M How 
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How fhould I love the pretty creatures 
Whiifl round my knees they fondly clung, 

To fee them look their mother's features, 
To hear 'em lifp their mother's tongue. 

And when with envy time tranfpbrted 
Shall think to rob us of our joys ; 

You'll in your girls again be courted, 
And I'll go wooing in my boys. 

Gilbert Cooper. 



o 



NANCY, wilt thou go with me, 
Nor figh to leave the flaunting town : 
Can filent glens have charms for thee, 

The lowly cot and ruffet gown t 
No longer dreft in filken flieen, 

No longer deck'd with jewels rare, 

Say can'ft thou quit each courtly fcene, 

Where thou wert faireft of the fair ? 

O Nancy ! 
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O Nancy ! when thou'rt far away, 

Wilt thou not caft a wifh behind ? 
Say can'ft thou face the parching ray, 

Nor (brink before the wintry wind ? 
O can that foft and gentle mien 

Extremes of hardfhip learn to bear, 
Nor fad regret each courtly fcene, 

Where thou wert faireft of the fair ? 

O Nancy ! canft thou love fo true, 
Thro' perils keen with me to go, 

Or when thy fwain mifhap mall rue, 

. % To fliare with him the pang of woe ? 

Say mould difeafe or pain befal, 
Wilt thou aflume the nurfe's care, 

Nor wiftful thofe gay fcenes recall 
Where thou wert faireft of thrtair ? 

And when at laft thy love mall die, 

Wilt thou receive his parting breath ? 
Wilt them reprefs each ftruggling figh, 

And cheer with fmiles the bed of death ? 
And wilt thou o'er his breathlefs clay 

Strew jjpwers and drop the tender tear ; 
Nor then regret thofe fcenes fo gay, 

Where thou wert faireft of the fair ? 

M 2 Percy. 
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THERE is no product of mental cul- 
tivation for which we are fo little 
indebted to the antients, as wit* This 
has been obferved in a former fiflay to be 

the lateft growth of the mind ; and the 

antients 
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antients had fcarcely attained to it, before 
the deluge of gothic barbarity broke in, 
and fwept away all the tender plants of 
literary genius. 

Though fome of their early writers 
carried fublimity and beauty to their high- 
eft perfedtion, yet were they in general 
utterly devoid of a juft tafte for that ele- 
gant and delightful artifice of compofition 
termed wit, and their attempts in it were 
to the higheft degree coarfc and unpolilh- 
ed. Ovid had a brilliancy and artificial 
turn of fancy, which frequently produced 
true wit, but more frequently that falfe 
glitter which is only its counterfeit. Mar- 
tial advanced fo far as to give perfe& mo- 
dels of his particular branch of wit, the 
epigrammatic ; yet a prevailing number 
of faulty pieces demonftrates that he was 
void of judgment todiftinguifh the mo ft ex- 
cellent parts of a faculty which he pofleffed. 

M3 By 
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By the Lyric poets wit appears to have 
been quite unknown or difregarded. Ana- 
creon and Horace, have indeed a gaiety 
and fmartnefs of fentiment, but extremely 
different from the turn of thought in fuch 
modern pieces as we fhall include in the 
prefent clafs. 

* 
A taste for true wit foon followed the 

revival of learning and the fine arts in 
Europe •, for, modern literature being 
founded upon the claffical remains of an- 
tiquity, had not a tedious gradation to go 
through, but acquired immediate refine- 
ment ; and genius awaking from her long 
(lumber, feemed to proceed towards per- 
fection as if Ihe had never been interrupt- 
ed. Italy, where the arts had been en- 
tombed, firft felt the genial warmth of 
their revival. Every elegant produftion 
there ihone forth with its wonted luftre ; 
and wit, peculiarly favoured by the tem- 
per 
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per of the inhabitants, flourifhed more ex- 
tenfively and with greater brilliancy than 
it had ever done. From thence it made 
excurfions into Spain and France, and came 
late, but in full vigour and maturity into 
England. After having in time refined 
kfelf from the debafing mixture of quibble 
and conceit, it became fo univerfally ad- 
mired and fought after, that a confiderable 
period of Englifti genius may be diftin- 
guifhed by the title of the witty aera. Du- 
ring this period, the dominion of wit was 
fo extenfive, that it ufurped a place in fe- 
veral compofitions where its prefence was 
altogether improper, and foreign to the 
purpofe ; this however does not appear to 
be the cafe with refpeft to its alliance with 
the Lyric mufe, whofe verfatility of charac- 
ter is fuch, that (he is capable of adapting 
herfelf to the fprightly and ludicrous, 
equally with the tender and pathetic, 

M 4 Various 



i*4 ON INGENIOUS AND 

Various writers have attempted to give 
a definition of wit, but like mod tf£ the 
qualities of thought, it is more eafily de- 
fcribed, and pointed out by inftances, than 
defined. Opinion has considerably varied 
concerning the proper application. of this 
term* for while our oldeft authors trie it 
to fignify knowledge and good fenfc i* 
general, the fucceeding refftrain it to what 
is called fine writing, and its more modern 
Signification is ftill farther limited. Pirn 
writing has been ingenioufly defined to 
confift of thoughts, natural, but not obvious % 
the effects of which are, that befides the 
emotions or fenfations excited by their par- 
ticular nature, they alfo occafion a degree 
of pleafing furprize at their uncommonnefs. 
Surprize is alfo the effeft which chara6ter- 
ifes wit ; but in this it is fo much more the 
objedt, that fcarcely any other effedt, -ex- 
cept what fecondarily refults from it, is 
produced. The thought therefore is nei- 
ther 
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tber obvious nor natural, but entirely ar- 
tificial. 

The beft definition of wit I take to be 
that of Locke and Addifon, thus con- 
trafted by Lord Kaims : A jm Elton of things 
by dijiant and fanciful relations, which fur- 
prize becaufe they are unexpected. 

The figures of amparift>n y fimile, allu- 
fion, metaphor and allegory, being the 
moft obvious means of junftion between 
different objeds, will, from this definition, 
appear to be the chief fources of wit. 
Comparifon is ufed for various purpofes. 
It is employed in grave and dida&ic fub- 

jefts for the fake of illuftration. In fublime 
and pathetic poetry it is ufed to elevate 

and adorn, and like a refle&ed light to 
redouble the effeft of the fimple objedt 
For both thefe purpofes it is evident, that 
the more complete the refemblance is, be- 
tween 
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tween the objeft of comparifon and thing 
compared, the more perfedly the intention 
is anfwered. The mind is pleafed at dis- 
covering a number of concurring circum- 
ftances ; and by minutely touching upon 
fimilar parts in both objefts, the emotion 
is heightened. This is finely exemplified 
by that beautiful fimile in Virgil, where 
the lamentation of Orpheus for the loft of 
his Eurydice is compared to that of a 
nightingale robbed of its young. The 
thought itfelf, though beautiful, is nothing 
new or uncommon ; but the poet's fkill 
and judgment is ftiewn in particularizing, 
with a minutenefs of defcription, fuch cir- 
cumftances of the compared objedfc as 
fweetly correfpond with the pathetic turn 
of the original ftory. 

Qualispopuleamoerens Philomela fub umbra 
Amiflbs queritur foetus, quos durus arator 
Obfervans nido implumes detraxit : at ilia 

Flet 
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Flet no£tem,ramoquefedens miferabile carmen 
Integrat, & moeftis late loca queftibus implet. 

Georgic. IV. 



As in fome poplar (hade the nightingale, 
With piercing moaps does her ldftyounghe wail, 
Which the rough hind, obferving as they lay 
Warm in their downy neft, had ftoFn away : 
But (he in mournful foundsdoes (till complain 
Sings all the night, tho' all her fongs are vain. 
And (till renews her miferable drain. 

Lee's Tbecdo/tus. 

When comparifon is employed as the 
foUrce of wit, its excellence lies in fuch 
oppofite qualities, that the more diflimilar 
the objefts are in general circumftances, 
the more ftrongly do they promote that 
effed, which as the definition imports, 
proceeds from the junction of things by dif- 

tant 
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tant and fanciful relations. Thus in the 
following fimile from Hudibras, 

Now like a lobfter boil'd, the morn 
From black to red began to turn. 

the total diffimilarity of the obje&s in 
every circumttance, except that which 
brings them forcibly together, raifes the 
higheft degree of furprize. 

For this reafon, contraft joined to com- 
parifon perfedts the idea of wit : And as 
the effe'ft of this is almoft always ludicrous, 
one is apt to confider it as an eflential 
property of wit that die furprize excited 
fhould have fomething comic or mirthful 
in it. Lord Kaims appears to have fallen 
into this opinion ; yet if we take our ideas 
of wit from fuch instances as have ever 
been allowed ftandard examples of perfec- 
tion, we (hail find that this rule cannot 

be 



.'• 
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be admitted without the exclufion of the 
fined thoughts in our moft witty writers. 
Cowley and Waller abound in inftances 
of ferious and delicate wit, which to a 
high degree caufe furprize and admirati- 
on, but totally unmixed with any thing 
ludicrous. I might copy almoft their 
whole works, with thofe of all the amo- 
rous and gallant poets in that age for fuch 
examples. It would be an unprecedented 
feverity to deny wit to Waller's celebrated 
allufion to the ftory of Apollo and Daphne; 

Like Phoebus,thus, acquiring unfoughtpraife, 
He catcht at love, but filFd his arms with bays. 

The following inftance, (from Mrs. 
Greville's prayer for indifference) which 
even nearly approaches to the pathetic, 
mud be allowed to poflefs real wit. 

Nor 
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Nor eafe nor peace that heart can "know. 

That like the needle true, 
Turns at the touch of joy or woe,%, 

But turning, trembles too. 

Even Hudibras, which affords fuch a 
profufion of ludicrous wit, contains alfo 
fome of the ferious kind. Thus, referring 
to the conftancy of an unfavoured lover, 
there is this delicately witty fimile, 

, True as the dial to the fun 

Altho' it be not fhin'd upon. 

Comparison is not the only fource 
from whence wit is derived. The agree- 
able furprize which charafterifcs it, is pro- 
duced not only by the unexpe&ed jundtion 
of an objeft with another foreign to it, 
but from fome uncommon turn of a 
thought, as it were, within itfelf ; where 

fome unexpected dedu&ion is made from 

the 



WITTY SONGS. i 9 i 

the premifes •, or in other words, to fpeak 
in the language of the definition, where 
the relation of caufe and effedt, antecedent 
and confequent, is diftant and fanciful. 
This kind of wit is chiefly to be met with 
in epigram, and the variations in thofe 
pieces which are promifcuoufly ranged 
under this title, will very well ferve to 

• 

point out the circumftances by which a 
thought becomes ingenious and witty. 

The original Greek epigram was mere- 
ly, as its name imports, an infeription, 
containing a (ingle thought, fimply turned 
and exprefled. It was generally fome 
moral fcntence, or fome plain fadl relating 
to the particular fubjeft of the infeription ; 
and its fole merit confided in propriety of 
exprefiion, and harmony of verification. 
In fhort, let critics as much as they pleafe 
affed to admire the fimplicity of the Greek 
epigram, it was certainly a very infipid 

piece 
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piece of composition. Mania], firft of 
any writer whofe works are defcendtd to 
our time, changed the nature of the epi- 
gram, by introducing unufual thoughts, 
and artificial turns of fentiment. Some of 
his epigrams exadtly anfwer the idea of 
fine writing before given ; confiding of 
natural, but uncommon thoughts, and 
exciting rather a calm admiration and ap*» 
plaufe, than a fudden furprize. To thefe, 
the term of ingenious^ may, I think, be 
properly applied. The following exam- 
ples are tranflated from him. 

When all the blandiftiments of life are gone, 
The coward creeps to death ; the brave lives on. 



I offer love, but thou refpeft wilt have ; *j 
Take, Sextus, all thy pride and folly crave, L 
But know I can be no man's friend andffave. J 

~"~ He's 
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He's grave and fober — well, what's that tome? 
Such let my flave, not my companion be. 

Add this of Prior, 

Bleft be the princes who have fought 
For pompous names, or wide dominion ; 

Since by their error we are taught 
That happinefs is but opinion. 

If with thefe the following inftances be 
carefully compared, it will perhaps go 
nearer than abftraft definitions can do, to 
give a juft notion of the gradation from 
fine writing and ingenuity, to wit. 

The golden hair that Galla wears, 
Is hers ; who would have thought it? 

She fwears 'tis hers, and true (he fwears, 
For I know where Ihe bought it. 



%». 



N Whilft 
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Whilft in the dark on thy fcft hand I hun£ 
And heard the tempting Syren in thy toogue; 
W hat flames what darts, what anguUhlendurM! 
But when the candle entered, I was curtL 



Cinna cries out, I am not worth a groat* 
Andis^plague on himlwhat he would be thought. 



On his death-bed poor Lubin lies, 

His fpoule is in deipair, 
With frequent fobs, and mutual cries. 

They both exprels their care. 

A difPrent caufe, fays parfon Sly, 
The fame efreft may give ; . 

Poor Lubin fears that he (hall die ; 
His wife, that he may live. 



On 
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On a Lady's Patch. 

That envious fpeck upon your face 
Had been a foil on one lefs fair, 

On you it hides a charming grace, 
And you, in mercy, placed it there. 



She gazes all around her, 
And wins a thoufand hearts j 

But Cupid cannot wound her, 
For (he has all his darts. 

In all thefe, an unexpected concluflon 
from the premifes, or accounting for ef- 
fe&s by fanciful caufes, excites that fud- 
den emotion offurprize, which is the fur- 
eft mafk of a witty conception. 

I have purpofely felefted fome ludi- 
crous and fome ferious inftances, to fhow 
that in this branch of wit, as well as in 

N 2 that 
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that arifing from comparifon, the effeft 
may vary without effentially altering its 
quality. 

These brief obfervations on the nature 
of wit in general, are not offered either as 
new, or as fufficient for the accurate dif- 
cufllon of fo nice a fpbjedt ; but they ap- 
peared necefiary to introduce our particu- 
lar remarks upon the clafs of witty and 
ingenious fongs •, and I fhall now proceed 
to them. 

An artificial turn of thought was atone 
time fo much the fafhion in fong-writing, 
that, as before obferved, Mr* Phillips 
feems to confider it as eflential to this 
fpecies of compofition. This unavoid- 
ably led him to take notice of the difficulty 
in diftinguifliing between Jong and epigram^ 
yet he has done nothing towards removing 
it. The truth is, that in like manner as 

the 
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the paflionate fong is fometimes entirely 
the fame with the amorous ode 9 fo the wit- 
ty and ingenious fong is entirely the fame 
with the epigram. Yet, in this cafe, as 
well as in the former, there are peculiar 
charafters of each, which in general ren- 
der it fufficiently obvious what name to 
apply. 

The epigram is a fingle piece of wit, 
put into verfe. Its perfe&ion confifts in 
great brevity, eafe and perfpicuity of lan- 
guage, and in fuch a manner of condu&ing 
the thought as to conclude with that 
ftriking turn which conftitutes the point of 
wit. Its moll happy fubjedt feems to be 
laughable fatire, and the fpecies of wit 
moft proper to it, that depending upon 
the artificial turn of a thought within it- 
felf , and not a figure of comparifon. A 
fong has been defined to confift alfo of 
a fingle thought, but divided into return- 

N3 ing 
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ing portions of meafure, fo as to be fitted 
for mufic. Its fubjeft has been in gene- 
ral reftrifted to love and gaiety, and its 
poetical charafter ought not to depend 
upon harmony of verification alone, but 
upon fome of thofe ornamental figures 
which elevate fentimeht and defcription 
above the pitch of ordinary language* 
Hence the wit mod proper to fong- writing 
is of that kind which arifes from imagery 
and companion, and a mere repartee in 
verfe will not come up to the ftrain of 
poetry expedted in a fong. For this rea- 
fon I fhould not hefitate to pronounce the 
little French piece which Mr. Phillips fays 
pafles abroad for an excellent fong, an c- 
pigram and no fong. 

Thou fpeakeft always ill of me, 

J fpeak always well of thee ; 

Yet fpite of all our noife and pother, 

The world believes nor one nor t'other. 

Hm 
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Here is not one circumftance which 
agrees with the true chara&er of fong- 
writing. When the epigram is upon a 
fubjeft within the province of love or 
wine, and its meafure has the variety and 
uniformity which fuits the union with 
mufic, it becomes much more dubious by 
what term to diftinguifli it. There is an 
extremely apt inftance in Congreve's 
Deuble Dealer, (Aft III. Scene 10.) not 
only with refpeft to the piece itfelf, but 
his own opinion of this difficulty, which 
is given by the mouth of one of the cha- 
raders. 

'Brijk. <c Tis not a fong neither — 'tis a 
fort of epigram, or rather an epigramma- 
tic fonnet - 9 I don't know what to call it, 
but it's fatire." 

Antient Phillis has young graces, 
'Tis a ftrange thing, but a true one; 

Shall I tell you how ? 

N4 She 
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She herfelf makes her own faces* 
And each morning wears a new one 5 
Where's the wonder now ? 

In the following collection feveral in- 
ftances of this kind will be met with, 
which the circumftance of meafure alone 
has determined me without fcruple to ad- 
mit in the rank of fongs. I cannot point 
out a more complete example than a piece 
of Lord Lanfdown's ; 

Chloe's the wonder of her fex. 

It is univerfally agreed that abfolute 
finglenefs of thought is eflential to the 
epigram. Whether this rule be fo ftri&ly 
applicable to the fong, will admit of fome 
difcuffion. Mr. Phillips veryjuftly cen- 
fbres the great licentioufnefs of Cowley, 
and fome of our mod witty poets, in the 
variety of thoughts which they admit into 

their 
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their fongs. A fucceflion of new ideas 
flatted in every line, juft touched upon, 
and immediately loft, diftra&s the atten- 
tion, and enfeebles the effed of the whole ; 
and amidft theprofufion of ornament, real 
elegance and beauty is overwhelmed. Yet 
if the ornamental charafter of Lyric poe- 
try be conlidered, it will not perhaps ap- 
pear inconfiftent with a juft tafte, that the 
fingle original thought, which is the foun- 
dation of every piece, may through the 

-courfe of feveral ftanzas be enlivened with 
a moderate variety of imagery, if the ge- 
neral tendency of the wh(?le be fimilar, and 
if the moft ftriking point be referved for 
the conclufion. Wit, indeed, in its high- 
eft perfe&ion, is a rarity of too rich a tafte 
and too delicious a flavour, to be devoured 
like common food ; it is properly the de- 

. fere that crowns the feaft, and it rather 
fhows the glutton than the true epicure to 
take it promifcuoufly wjth other things. 

For 
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For this reafon, though there may be in 
a fong a variety of fuch ingenious turns 
as come under the denomination of fine 
writing, yet the point of genuine wit ought 
to be fingle. The furprize which it excites, 
is of a kind that does not mix readily with 
any other emotion, and when it occurs in 
different parts of a fong, it feems to divide 
it into fo many diftinft portions. Thus 
the following piece rather appears like 
three excellent epigrams united, than a 
connected fong. 

Cofmelia's charms infpire my lays $ 
Who young in nature's fcorn, 

Blooms in the winter of her days. 
Like Glaftonbury thorn. 

Cofmelia cruel at three-fcore, 
Like bards in modern plays, 

Four afts of life pafs'd guiltlefs o'er, 
But in the fifth fhe flays. 

If 
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If e'er impatient for the blifs 

Within her arms you fall, 
The plafter'd fair returns the kifs, 

Uke Thifbe, thro* a wall. 

There cannot be a more complete in- 
ftance of fine tafte and elegant fimplicity 
in the management of a witty conception, 
than in the fong, 

Why will Florella while I gaze, 

and among a variety of beautiful pieces of 
a fimilar kind which this colledlion af- 
fords, I would fix upon it as the moft 
perfect. The two fongs by which Mr. 

Phillips exemplifies his idea of fong- 
writing, 

On Belvidera's bofom lying, 

and 

Boaft not miftaken fwain thy art; 

muft 
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muft be acknowledged finifhed pieces of 
the ingenious fong, where, without any 
remarkable brilliancy, there is a pleafing 
vein of uncommon fentiment expreffed 
with great delicacy of language, and ma- 
naged fo as to conclude with a (hiking 
turn of thought. 

For this kind of writing he juftly cites 
the French as peculiarly excellent; and 
it may not be improper to give a few fpe- 
cimens of their fongs, by way of corapari- 
fon with ours of a fimilar turn. 

Quand le (age Damon dit, qued'un trait mortel, 
L' Amour blefle les coeurs fans qu'ils ofent s'enplaindre; 

Que deft un Dieu traitre & cruel, 
L'Amour pour moi n'eft pas a craindre. 

MWs quand le jeune Atis me vient dire a ion tour, 

Ce Dieu n'eft qu'un enfant, doux, careffant, aimable, 

Plus beau mille fois que le jour ; 

Que je le trouve redoutable ! 

# 

Die* 
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Dieu des amants, viens accorder ma lyre, 

Me pourrois-tu refufer mes le9ons ? 
La jeune Iris, Phonneur de ton empire, 

Attend de moi d'amoorcufes chanfons. 

A mes accents rend la belle attentive, 
Fai moi trouver la route de fon cceur ; 

Viens endormir une raifon craintive, 
Qui lui defend d'ecouter ma langeur. 

Va, dit V Amour, j'exauce ta priere, 
Tu recevras le prix que tu pretends ; 

Aux petits foins d'un cceur tendre & fincerc 
On ne fauroit fe refufeVlong terns. 

Pourriez vous bien etre encore inflexible, 
Apres ces mots du plus puiflant des Dieux r 

Quand il promit de vous rendre fenfible, 
Charmante Iris, il etoit dans vos yeux. 



La Raifon n'eft pas raifonable, 
Bien fou qui s'en laiiTe charmer, 

Elle me dit, Iris, que vous etes aimable> 
Et me defend de vous aimer. 



Aijne 



206 ON INGENIOUS AND 

Aime Iris, dit l'Amour, puifque elle a fa te plaire, 
Profite des beaux jours de ta belle faifon ; 
Mafoi, V Amour fur cette affaire 
Raifonne mieux que la Raifon. 



Tmcis, votre langeur extreme 
A pafle jufques dans mon cceur ; 

Parlez, il n'eft plus tems de feindre ; 
Mais vous ne dites rien, helas ! 

Aurois je le malheur de plaindre 

Un mal que je ne caufe pas ? 

4 



Le berger qui fuivoit mes loix 

Se derobe enfin a ma chaine ; 

Pour me croire trop inhumaine 
II va fixer ailleurs fon choix. 
D'une inconflance fi cruelle 

Je me plaindrois avec eclat, 
SI Tircis n'etoit qu'infidelle ; 

Mais, par malheur, il eft ingrat. 



Pensaz 
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Pensez y bien, jeune Climene, 

RempliiTez mes tendres defirs ; 
Helas ! fi pres de vous j'allois perdre ma peine 

Vous perderiez mille plai£ra. 



Autrefois la charmante Hortenfe 
Dont mille amants formoient la cour, 

Par une heureufe preference, 
Me donna des le^ns d'amour. 

Par elle j'appris Tart de plairejd 
Ces tranfports, ces emprefiements, 

Ces petits foins, la grande affaire, 
Et le grand favoir des amants. 

Elle m'avoit inftruit a peine 
De ces doux mifteres d'amour, 

Qu* auflltot a la jeune Ifmene 
J 'en fis des lecons a mon tour. 

Mais en l'inftruifant comme on aime 
Que j'aimois a voir fes progres ! 

Le plaiiir d'etre inftruit moi meme 
Avoit eu pour moi moins d'attraifs. 



Ifmene 
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Ifmene cut toutc ma tendrefie, 

Et mon eleve a mcs regards 
Fut plus chere que ma maitrefle ; 

C'en eft ainfi dans tous les arts. 



— •■ 



Pour quo i foupirez vous charmante Celimene? 

Vous qui caufez aux cceurs des fenfibles tourmentsf 
Ah ! fi je foulageois une fi rude peine, 

Je gucrirois auffi des maux que je re/Tens. 

Quand tu vois foupwer la trifte Celimene 
C'eft que l'amour la livre aux fenfibles tourments ; 

Ah ! s'il m'etoit pcrmis de foulager ta peine, 
Je guerirois audi des maux que je re/Tens. 



INGE- 



( 209 ) 



INGENIOUS 



AND WITTY 



O N G S. 



ONB^lvidera's bofom lying, 
Wiftring, panting, fighing, dying; 
The cold regardlefs maid to move 
With unavailing prayers I fue ; 
You firft have taught me how to love, 
Ah ! teach me to be happy too. 

But me, alas ! unkindly wife, 
To all my fighs and tears replies, 
'Tis every prudent maid's concern 
- Her lover's fondnefs to improve ; 
tf to be happy you mould learn, 
You quickly would forget to love. 

Phillips. 
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BOAST not, miftaken fwain, thy art 
To pleafe my partial eyes ; 
The charms that have firbdued my heart 
Another may defpife. 

Thy face is to my humour made, 

Another it may fright ; 
Perhaps by fome fond whim betray'd 

In oddnefs I delight. 

Vain youth, to your confufion know 

'Tis to my love's excefs 
You all your fancied beauties owe, 

Which fade as that grows lefs. 

For your own fake, if not for mine, 

You mould preferve my fire, 
Since you, my fwain, no more will mine, 

When 1 no more admire. 



By 
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By me indeed you are allow'd 

The wonder of your kind ; 
But be not of my judgment proud 

Whom love has render'd blind. 

Phillips. 



MY love was fickle once and changing, 
Nor e'er would fettle in my heart, 
From beauty flill to beauty ranging. 
In every face I found a dart. 

'Twas firft a charming fhape enflav'd me, 

An eye then gave the fatal f^roke ; 
Till by her wit Cor inn a fav'd me, 

And all my former fetters broke. 

But now a long and lafting anguifh 

For Belvidera I endure ; 
Hourly I ugh, and hourly languifh, 

Nor hope to find the wonted cure. 

O 2 For 
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For here the falfe inconftant lover 
After a thou fa nd beauties fhown, 

Does new furprifing charms, difcover, 
And finds variety in one. 



NOT, Celia, that Ijufter am, 
Or truer than the reft ; 
For I would change each hour like them, 
Were it my intereft. 

But I'm To fix'd alone to thee 

By every thought I have, 
That lhould ypu now my heart fet free 

'Twould be again your flave. 

All that in woman is ador'd 

In thy dear felf I find ; 
For the whole fex can but afford 

The handfome, and the kind. 



Not 
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Not to my virtue, but thy power 

This conftancy is due, 
When change itfelf can give no more 

'Tis eafy to be true. 



IT is not, Celia, in our power 
To fay how long our love will laft 5 
It may be we within this hour 
May lofe the joys we now do tafte : 
The bleffed that immortal be 
From change of love are only free. 

Then fince we mortal lovers are, 
Afk not how long our love will laft ; 

But while it does, let us take care 
Each minute be with pleafure paft : 
Were it not madnefs to deny 
To live, becaufe we're fure to die ? 

* 

Etheridge. 
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SAY, Myra, why is gentle love 
A Granger to that mind, 
Which pity and efteem can move ; 
Which can be juft and kind ? 

Is it becaufe you fear to mare 

The ills that love moleft ; 
The jealous doubt, the tender care, 

That rack the am'rous breaft ? 

Alas ! by fome degree of woe 

We every blifs muft gain : 
The heart can ne'er a tranfport know, 

That never feels a pain. 

Lytteltoj*. 
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CYNTHIA frowns whene'er I woo her, 
Yet (he's vex'd if I give over ; 
Much fhe fears I fhould undo her, 

But much more to lofe her lover : 
Thus in doubting fhe refufes, 
And not winning thus fhe lofes. 

Pr'ythee Cynthia look behind you, 
Age and wrinkles will o'ertake you, 

Then too late defire will find you 
When the power does forfake you* 

Think, oh ! think, the fad condition 

To be paft, yet wifh fruition. 

CONGREVE. 

o 4 
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LOVE's but the frailty of the mind 
When 'tis not with ambition join'd ; 
A fickly flame, which if not fed expires, 
And feeding, waftes in felf-confuming fires. 

'Tis not to wound a wanton boy, 
Or amorous youth, that gives the joy ] 
But 'tis the glory to have pierced a fwain 
For whom inferiour beauties figh'd in vain. 

Then I alone the conqueft prize, 

When I infult a rival's eyes ; 
If there's delight in love, 'tis when I fee 
The heart which others bleed for, bleed for me. 

Congreve, 



C/ 
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FAIR Amoret is gone aftray, 
Purfue and feek her, every lover ; 
I'll tell the figns by which you may 
The wand'ring fhepherdefs difcover. 

Coquet and coy at once her air. 

Both (ludy'd, tho' both feem negle&ed, . 
Carelefs (he is with artful care, 

Affecting to feem unaffected. 

With ikill her eyes dart every glance, 

Yet change fo foon you'd ne'er fufpedl 'em ; 

For fhe'd perfuade they wound by chance, 
Tho' certain aim and art direct 'em. 

She likes herfelf, yet others hates 
For that which in herfelf (he prizes ; 

And, while (he laughs at them, forgets, 
She is the thing that lhe defpifes. 

Congreve. 
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IN Chloris all foft charms agree, 
Jnchanting humour, pow'rful wit, 
Beauty from affe&ation free, 
And for eternal empire fit. 
Where'er fhe goes love waits her eyes, 

The women envy, men adore ; 
Tho* did fhe lefs the triumph prize, 
She would deferve the conqueft more. 

But vanity fo much prevails, 

She begs what none elfe would deny her, 
Makes fuch advances with her eyes f 

The hope fhe gives prevents deflre : 
Catches at every trifling heart, 

Grows warm with every glimm'f ing flame ; 
The common prey fo deads her dart, 

It fcarce can pierce a noble game. 



I could lie ages at her feet, 

Adore her carelefs of my pain, 
With tender vows her rigours meet, 

Defpair, love on, and not complain ; 

My 
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My paflion from all change fecure 
No favours raife, no frown controuls ; 

I any torment can endure 
But hoping with a crowd of fools. 



YES, Fulvia is like Venus fair, 
Has all her bloom and fhape and air ; 
But ftill to perfed every grace, 
She wants — the fmile upon her face. 

The crown majeftic Juno wore, 

And Ctnthia's brow the crefcent bore, 

A helmet mark'd Minerva's mien ; 

But fmiles difUnguifh'd beauty's queen. 

• 

Her train was form'd of fmiles and loves, 
Her chariot drawn by gentleft doves, 
And from her zone the nymph may find 
'Tis beauty's province to be kind. 



Then 
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TVen {mile my fair ; and all whole aim 
Alpines to paint the Cyprian dame, 
Or bid her breathe in living ftone, 
Shall take their forms from yon alone. 



Shenstoi 



I TELL thee, Charmiok, could I time retrk 
And coald again begin to love and live, 
To you I fhould my earl ie ft ofFring give ; 
I know my eyes would lead my heart to you, 
And I fhould all my oaths and vows renew, 
Bat, to be plain, I never would be true. 

For by our weak and weary truth, I find x 
Love hates to centre in a point affign'd, 
But runs with joy the circle of the mind : 
Then let us never chain what ihould be free, 
But for relief of either fex agree ; 
Since women love to change, and fo do we, 

Concre 
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DAMON, if you will believe me, 
'Tis not fighing on the plain, 
Song nor fonnet can relieve ye ; 
Faint attempts in love are vain. 

Urge but home the fair occafion, 

And be mailer of the field ; 
To a powerful kind invafion 

*Twere a madnefs not to yield. 

Love gives out a large com million, 

Still indulgent to the brave ; 
But one fin of bafe omiflion 

Never woman yet forgave. 

Tho' lhe vows fhe'll ne'er permit ye, 
Cries you're rude and much to blame, 

And with tears implores your pity ; 
Be not merciful, for ihame. 

When 



u 
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When the fierce aflault is over, 
Chloris time enough will find 

This her cruel furious lover 
Much more gentle, not fo kind. 



Sedley* 



WH AT ! put off with one denial, 
And not make a fecond trial ? 
You might fee my eyes confenting, 
All about me was relenting ; 
Women oblig'd to dwell in forms 
Forgive the youth that boldly ftorms. 

Lovers when you figh and languilh, 
Wheh you tell us of your anguifh, 
To the nymph you'll be more pleafing 
When thofe forrows you are eafing : 
We love to try how far men dare, 
And never wifh the foe fhould fpare. 
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LET not Love on me beftow 
Soft diflrefs and tender woe ; 
I know none but fubflantial blifles, 
Eager glances, folid kifles* 

I know not what the lovers feign 
Of finer pleafure mix'd with pain ; 
Then pr'ythee give me, gentle boy, 
None of thy grief, but all thy joy. 



Steel. 



4 

4— 



WHY we love, and why we hate, 
Is not granted us to know ; 
Random chance, or wilful fate 
Guides the ihaft from Cupid's bow. 



If 
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If on me Zelinda frown, 

Madnefs 'tis all in me to grieve ; 

Since her will is not her own, 
Why ihould I uneafy live. 

If I for Zelinda die 

Deaf to poor M i z e l l a 's cries, 
Aflk not me the reafon why ; 

Seek the riddle in the ikies. 

Phillips, 



i 



DEAR CotfiN prevent my warm blufhes, 
SinceJiow.can I fpeak without pain ? 
My eyes have oft told you my wifhes, 
O ! can't you their meaning explain ? 

My paffion would lofe by expreffion, 
And you too might cruelly blame ; 

Then don't you expeft a confeffion, 
Of what is too tender to name. 

Since 
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Since yours is the province of fpeaking, 
Why fhould you expe& it from me ? 

Our wiihes fhould be in our keeping* 
Till you tell us what they fhould be. 



Then quickly why don't you difcover ? 

Did your heart feel fuch tortures as mine, 
Eyes need not tell over and over 

What I in my bofom confine. 

L. M. W. Montague* 



The Answer. 

GOOD Madam, when ladies are willing, 
A man muft needs look like a fool ; 
For me I would not give a milling 
For one that can love without rule. 

At lead you fhould wait for our offers, 
Nor fnatch like old maids in defpair ; 

If you've lived to thefe years without profferg 
Your fighs are now loft in the air. 

P You 
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You lhoold leave us to guefs at your hlu&dng, 
And not fpeak the matter too plain ; 

'Tis ours to be forward and puihing ; 
'Tis yours to afted a difdain. 



That you're in a terrible taking 

From all your fond oglings I lee j 
But the fruit that will fall without fluking 

Indeed is too mellow for me. 

Si* W. Yongi. 



WHEN firil I fought fair Cilia's love, 
And ev'ry charm was new, 
I fwore by all the Gods above 
To be for ever true. 



But long in vain did I adore. 

Long wept and figh'd in vain j 
She ftill protefted, vow'd, and fwore 

She ne'er would eafe my pain. 

At 
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At kit o'ercome (he made me bleft, 

And yielded all her charms ; 
And I forfook her when pofleft, 

And fled to other's arms. 



But let not this, dear C^lia, now 

To rage thy breaft incline, 
For why, fince you forget your vow, 

ghould I remember mine ? 

' SOAME JENYNS. 



CORINNA coft me many a prayer, 
Ere \ her heart coulo 1 gain, 
But (he ten tjiou&nd more ihould hear 
To take th#t fcea** again. 



Defpair I thought the greateft curfe, 

But to my cod I find 
Corinna's conftancy Hill worfe, 

Moft cruel when too kind. 

P 2 How 
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How blindly then does Cupid carve, 

How ill divide the joy, 
Who does at iirft his lovers ftarve, 

And then with plenty cloy* 



ALL my pail life is mine no more, 
The flying hours are gone ; 
Like tranfitory dreams given o'er, 
Whofe images are kept in ftore 
By memory alone. 

The time that is to come, is not ; 

How then can it be mine ? 
The prefent moment's all my lot, 
And that, as fail as it is got, 

Phyllis, is only thine. 

Then talk not of inconftancy, 

FaUe hearts, and broken vows ; 



If 



WITTY SONGS. 229 

If I, by miracle, can be 
This live-long minute true to thee, 
'Tis all that Heaven allows. 

Rochester, 



YES, I'm in love, I feel it now, 
And Celia has undone me; 
But yet I fwear I can't tell how 
The pleaiing plague flole on me. 

'Tis not her face that love creates, 
For there no graces revel ; 

*Tis not her fhape, for there the fates 
Have rather been uncivif. 



'Tis not her air, for fure in that 
There's nothing more than common ; 

And all her fenfe is only chat 
Like any Qther woman. 

P3 Her 
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Her voice, her touch might give Hi 9 alarm, 
'Twas both, perhaps, or neither ; 

In ftiort, 'twas that provoking cfcarm 
Of Ce l i a altogether. 

Whitehead, 



y 



E little loves that round her wait 
To bring me tiding* of my fate, 



As Celia on her pillow lies, 
Ah ! gently whifper — Strephon dies. 

If $his will not her pity move, 

And the proud fair difdains to lovt, 

Smile and fay 'tis all a lie, 

And haughty Strephon fcorns to die. 
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LOVE and Folly were at play, 
Both too wanton to be wife, 
They fell out, and in the fray 
Folly put out Cupid's eyes. 

Straight the criminal was try'd, 
And had this puhifhment aifign'd, 

Folly mould to Love be ty'd, 
And condemn'd to lead the blind. 



AN amorous fwain to Juno pray'd, 
And thus his fuit did move ; 
Give me, oh ! give me the dear maid, 
0- Or take away my love. 

P 4 Th« 
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The Goddefs thunder'd from the Ikies, 

And granted his requefl ; 
To make, him happy, made him \yife, 

And drove her from his brefcft. 



• 



SWAIN, thy hopelefs paflion {mother,* 
Perj ur'd C e l i a loves another 5 
In his arms I faw her lying, 
Panting, killing, trembling, dying; 
There the fair deceiver fwore, 
All fhe did to you before. 

Oh? 

* The turn in this fong is ingeniously copied out of Ovid'$ 
cpiftle from Oenone to Paris. 

Cum Paris Oenone poterit fpirare reli&a, 
Ad fontem Xanthi verfa recurret aqua 5 

Xanthe retro propera, verfaeque recurrite lymph*, 
Suftinet Oenone deferuifle Paris. 

Oenone left, when Paris can furvive, 
The waves of Xanthus mall reverfe their courfe ^ 
Turn waters, turn, flow upward to your fourcej 
Oe^ne's left, yet Paris bears to live. 
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Oh ! faid you, when fhe deceives me, 
When that conftant creature leaves me, 
Ms' waters back fhall fly, 
And leave their oozy channels dry ; 
Turn, ye waters, leave your ihore, 
Perjur'd Celia loves no more. 



CUPID, inftruft an amorous fwain 
Some way to tell the nymph his pain 
To common youths unknown ; 
To talk of iighs, and flames, and darts, 
Of bleeding wounds, and burning hearts, 
Are methods vulgar grown. 

What need'ft thou tell ? (the God reply'd) 
That love the fhepherd cannot hide, 

The nymph will quickly find ; 
When Phoebus does his beams difplay, 
To tell men gravely that 'tis day, 

Is to fuppofe them blin4, 
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LOVE's a dream of mighty treafurc, 
Which in fancy we poffefs ; 
In the folly lies the pleafure, 
Wifdom always makes it lefs. 



When we think by paflion heated 
We a Goddefs have in chace, 

Like Ixion we are cheated, 
And a gaudy cloud embrace. 

Happy only is the lover 

Whom his miflrefs well deceives ; 
Seeking nothing to difcover, 

He contented lives at eafe. 

While the wretch who would be knowing 
What the fair one would difguife, 

Labours for his own undoing, 
Changing happy to be wife. 
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TELL to* Ho morel ank de^eiv'd, 
That Ch lob's falfe and common ; 
I always knew (at leaft believ'd) 

She was a very woman : 
As fuch I lik'd, as fuch carefs'd, 
She ftill was conftant when poflefs'd, 
She could do more for no man. 



But oh ! her thoughts on others ran, 
And that you think a hard thing ? 

Perhaps me fancied you the man ; 
And what care I one farthing ? 

You think fhe's falfe, I'm fure lhe's kind, 

I take her body, you her mind, 
Who has the better bargain ? 

Cong re vb. 
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MISTAKEN fair, lay Sherlock by, 
His do&rine is deceiving, 
For while he teaches us to die, 
He cheats us of our living. 

To die's a leflbn we fhall know 

Too foon without a mailer ; 
Then let us only ftudy now 

How we may live the fafter. 

To live's to love, to blefs, be bleft 

With mutual inclination ; 
Share then my ardour in your breaft, 

And kindly meet mypaffion. 

But if thus bleft I may not live, 

And pity you deny, 
To me at leaft your Sherlock give, 

'Tis I mull learn to die. 

Chesterfield. 
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CHLOE's the wonder of her fex, 
'Tis well her heart is tender ; 
How might fuch killing eyes perplex, 
With virtue to defend her ! 



But nature graciouily inclin'd 
With liberal hand to pleafe us, 

Has to her boundlefs beauty join'd 
A boundlefs bent to eafe us. 

Lands down. 



WHENORPHEUswentdown to theregions below, 
Which men are forbidden to fee ; 
He tun'd up his lyre, as old hiftories fhow, 

To fet his Eurydice free. 

All 
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All hell was aftonifh'd a perfon fo wife 

Should rafhly endanger his life, 
And venture fo far ; but how raft their furprize 

When they heard that he came for his wife ! 



To find out a punifhment due for his fault 
Old Pluto long puzzled his brain, 

But hell had not torments fufficient he thought, 
So he gave him his wife back again. 

But pity fucceeding foon vanquifh'd his heart, 
And pleas'd with his playing fo well, 

He took her again in reward of his art, 
Such merit had mufic in hell. 

Lisli, 



T J AIN are the charms of whit£ an4 1*4* 
* Which paint the blooming fair ; 

Give me the nymph whofe fnow is fpread 
Not o'er her face, but hair. 

Of 
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Of fmoother cheeks the winning grace 

With open force defies ; 
But in the wrinkles, of her face 

Cupid in ambufh lies. 



If naked eyes fet hearts .on blaze, 
And amorous warmth infpire ; 

Thro* glafs, who darts her pointed rays, 
Lights up a fiercer fire. 

Nor rivals, nor the train of years, 

My peace or blifs deftroy ; 
Alive, flie gives no jealous fears, * 

And dead, fhe crowns my joy. 



■ I .. ■ ■■■ ■ H H l |J l 



CHLOE brifk and gay appears, 
On purpofe to invite ; 
Yet, when I prefs her, ihe, in tear* 
Denies her fole delight. 



Whilft 
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Whilft Celia, feeming fhy and coy, 
To all her favours grants ; 

And fecretly receives that joy, 
Which others think fhe wants. 



I would, but fear I never fhall, 
With either fair agree ; 

For Cexi a will be kind to all, 
But Chloe won't to me % 



OH ! turn away thofe cruel eyes, 
The ftars of my undoing ; 
Or death in fuch a bright diiguife 
May tempt a fecond wooing, 

Puniih their blindly impious pride 
Who dare contemn thy glory ; 

It was my fall that deify'd 
Thy name, arid feaPd thy ftory. 



Yet 
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Yet no new fuff 'rings can prepare 
A higher praife to crown thee ; 

Tho' my firft death proclaim thee fair, 
My fecond will dethrone theei 



Lovers will doubt thou canft entice 

No other for thy fuel ; 
And if thou bun* one vidlim twice, 

Think thee both poor and cruel. 



IN vain, fond youth, thy tear.s give o'er ; 
What more, alas ! can Flavia do? 
Thy truth I own, thy fate deplore : 
All are not happy that are true, 

Supprefs thofe fighs, and weep no- more; 

Should heav'n and earth with thee combine, 
'Twere all in vain ; iince any pow'r, 

To crown thy love, mud ajter mine. 

CL Bu;, 
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But, if retenge can eafe thy pain, 
I'll footh the ills I cannot core, 

Tell that I drag a hopelefs chain. 
And all that I in£ic\ endure. 



THE merchant to fecure his treafnre 
Conveys it in a borrow'd name ; 
Euphelia ferves to grace my meafure, 
But Chloe is my real flame. 

My fofteft verfe, my darling lyre 
Upon Euphelia 's toilet lay, 

When Chloe noted her deiire 
That I mould fing, that I fhould play. 

My lyre I tune, my vpice I raife, 
But with, my numbers mix my lighs ; 

And whilil I fing Euphelia 's praife, 
I fix my foul on Chloe's eyes. 



Fair 



WITTY SONGS.- .243 

Fair Chloe blufh'd ; Euphelia frown'd ; 

I fung and gaz'd, I play'd and trembled ; 
And Venus to the loves around 

Remark'd how ill we all diflembled. 

Prior* 



i^ELIA hoard thy charms no more, 
^*^ Beauty's like the mifer's treafure ; 
Still the vain pofleflbr's poor, 

What are riches without pleafare ? 
Endlefs pains the mifer takes 

To increafe his heaps of money, 
Lab'ring bees his pattern makes 

Yet he fears to tafte his honey. 

Views with aching eyes his (lore, 

Trembling left he chance to lofe it, 
Pining (till for want of more, 

Tho* the wretch wants power to ufe it. 
Celia thus with endlefs arts 

Spends her days, her charms improving, 
Lab'ring ftill to conquer hearts, 

Yet ne'eY taftes the fweeto of loving. 

Qj* Views 



i 
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Views with pride her fhape and face, 

Fancying ftill lhe's under twenty ; 
Age brings wrinkles on apace, 

While fhe ftarves with all her plenty. 
Soon or late they both will find 

Time their idol from them fever, 
He muft leave his gold behind, 

Lock'd within his grave for ever. 

Celiacs fate will ftill be worfe, 

When her fading charms deceive her, 
Vain defire will be her curfe 

When no mortal will relieve her. 
Celia hoard thy charms no more, 

Beauty's like the mifer's treafure, 
Tafte a little of thy ftore ; 

What is beauty without pleafure I 



A 



S the fnow in vallies lying, 
Phoebus his warm beams applying, 
Soon diflblves and runs away ; 

So 
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So the beauties, fo the graces 
Of the moft bewitching faces 
At approaching age decay. 



As a tyrant when degraded 
Is defpis'd and is upbraided 

By the Haves he once controul'd ; 
So the nymph if none could move her 
Is contemn'd by every lover 

When her charms are growing old. 

Melancholic looks and whining, 
Grieving, quarreling and pining 

Are th* effects your rigours move ; 
Soft careffes, amorous glances, 
Melting iighs, tranfporting trances, 

Are the bleft effe&s of love. 



Fair ones, while your beauty's blooming 
Ufe your time, left age refuming 

What your youth profufcly lends, 
You are robb'd of all your glories, 
And condemn'd to tell old ftories 

To your unbelieving friends, 
■ » 
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■^^v 



••m 



CELIA, too late you would repent ; 
The ofPring all your ftore 
Is now but like a pardon fent 
To one that's dead before. 



While at the firft you cruel prov'd., 
And grant the blifs too late, 

You hinder'd me of one I lov'd 
To give me one I hate. 

I thought you innocent as fair 
When firft my court I made, 

But when your falfhoods plain appear 
My love no longer ftay'd. 

Your bounty of thofe favours mown 
Whofe worth you firft deface, 

Is melting valued medals down, 
And giving us the brafs. 



Oh! 
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Oh ! . fince the thing we beg's a toy, 

By lovers priz'd #lone, 
Why cannot women grant the joy 

Before our love is gene ? 

Walsh. 



IF the quick fpirit of your eye, 
Now languifli, and anon muft die ; 
If every fweet and every grace 
Muft fly from that fbrfaken face ; 
Then Celia, let us reap our joys, 
Ere time fuch goodly fruit deftroys. 

Or if that golden fleece muft grow 

For ever free from aged fnow ; 

If thofe bright funs muft know no fhade, 

Nor your frefh beauty ever fade ; 

Then, Celia, fear not to beftow 

What ftill being gather'd, ftill muft grow. 

Thus either time his fickle brings 
In vain, or elfe in vain his wings* 

Q.4 
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LATE when love I feem'd t6 flight, 
Phyllis fmil'd as well fhe might; 
Now, faid fhe, our throne may tremble, 
Men our province now invade, 
Men take up our royal trade, 

Men, ev'n men, do now diflemble, 
In the dull our empire's laid. 

Tutor'd by the wife and grave, 
Loath I was to be a flave j 

Miflrefs founded arbitrary j 
So I chofe to hide my flame 
Friendfhip, a difcreeter name ; 

But lhe fcorns one jot to vary, 
She will love, or nothing, claim. 

Be a lover, or pretend, 

Rather than the warmefl friend ; 

Friendfhip of another kind is, 
Swediih coin of grofs allay, 
A cart-load will fcarce defray ; 

Love, one grain is worth the Indie*, 
Only love is current pay. 
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■t 



AH ! Chloris, could I now but fit 
As unconcern'd as when 
Your infant beauty could beget 

No happinefs nor pain ! 
When I this dawning did admire, 

And prais'd the coming day, 
I little thought that rifing fire 
Would take my reft away. 

Your charms in harmlefs childhood lay 

As metals in a mine ; 
Age from no face takes more away 

Than youth conceal'd in thine ; 
But as your charms infenfibly 

To their perfe&ion preft, 
So love, as unperceiv'd, did fly, 

And center'd in my bread. 

My paflion with your beauty grew, 

While Cupid, at my heart, 
Still as his mother favour'd you, 

ffyrew a new flaming dart : 

. Each 
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Each gloried in their wanton part ; 

To make a beauty, fhe 
Employ 'd the utmoft of her art j 

To make a lover, he. 



THE Graces and the wand'ring Loves 
Are fled to diflant plains, 
To chafe the fawns, or in deep groves 

Ta wound admiring fwains. 
With their bright miftrefs there they ftray, 

Who turns her carelefs eyes 
From daily triumphs ; yet, each day, 
Beholds new triumphs in her way, 
And conquers while fhe flies. 

But fee ! implor'd by moving prayers, 

To change the lover's pain, 
Venus her harnefs'd doves prepares, 

And brings the fair again. 
Proud mortals, who this maid purfue, 

Think you, (he'll e'er refign ? 
Ceafe fools, your wifhes to renew, 
Till fhe grows flefh and blood, like you j 

Or you, like her, divine. 
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SAY, lovely dream, where could'ft thou find 
Shadows to counterfeit that face ? 
Colours of this glorious kind, 
Come not from any mortal place. 

In heaven itfelf thou fure wert dreft 

With that angel-like difguife 5 

Thus deluded ant I bleft, , 

And fee my joy with clofed eyes. 

But ah ! this image is too kind 

To be other than a dream ! 

Cruel Sacharissa's mind 
Never put on that fweet extreme. 

Fair dream, if thou intend'ft me grace, 
Change that heavenly face of thine ; 
Paint defpis'd love in thy face, 

And make it to appear like mine. 

Pale, 
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Pale, wan, and meagre let it look, 
With a pity-moving fhape, 
Such a? wander By the brook 

Of Lethe; or from graves efcape. 



Then to that matchlefs nymph appear, 
In whofe fhape thou fhineft fo, 
Softly in her fleeping ear, 

With humble words exprefs my woe. 

Perhaps from greatnefs, ftate, and pride, 
Thus furprifed fhe may fall : 
Sleep does difproportion hide. 

And death refembling equals all. 

Waller, 



/~* OME little infant love me now, 
While thine unfufpedted years 
Clear thine aged father's brow 
From cold jealoufy and fears. 

Pretty 
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Pretty furely 'twere to fee 
By young love old time beguiPd, 

While our fportings are *b free 
As the nurfes with the child. 



Common beauties flay fifteen, 

Such as yours mould fwifter move* 

Whofe fair bloffoms are too green 
Yet for lull, but not for love. 



Love as much the fnowy lamb> 

Or the wanton kid does prize. 
As the lufty bull or ram, 

For his morning facrifice. • 

Now then love me, time may take 

Thee before thy time away ; 
Of this need we'll virtue make, 

And learn love before we may. 

So we win of doubtful fate ; 

And if good to us fhe meant, 
We that good mould antedate, 

Or if ilj, that ill prevent. 

Thus 
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Thus as kingdoms fruftrating 
Other titles to their crown, 

In the cradle crown*their king, 
So all foreign claims to drown*. 



So to make all rivals vain 
Now I crown thee with my love ; 

Crown me with thy love again, 
And we both (hall monarchs prove. 

Marvel. 



A Sigh. 



GENTLE air, thou breath of lovers,. 
Vapour from a fecret fire, 
Which by thee itfelf difcovers, 
Ere yet daring to afpire. 

* 

Softefl note of whifper'd anguifh, 

Harmony's refined part, 
Striking, while thou feem'ft to languifh| 

Full upon the lift'ners heart. 

Safeft 



*S~*.V 
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Safeft meffenger of paffion, 

Stealing thro' a cloud of fpies, 
Which conftrain the outward fafhion, 

Clofe the lips, and guard the eye*. 



Shapelefs figh, we ne'er can ftiow thee, 
Form'd but to aflault the ear ; 

Yet ere to their coft they know thee, 
Every nymph may read thee here. 



SHE lovet, and (he confeffes too ; 
Then there's at laft no more to do ; 
The happy work's entirely done, 
Enter the town which thou haft won. 
The fruits of conqueft now begin, 
Io triumpbe, enter in. 

What's this, ye gods, what can it be ? 

Remains there ftill an enemy ? 

Bold honour (lands up in the gate 

And would yet capitulate. 

Have 
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Hare I overcome all real foes. 
And (hall this phantom me oppofe ? 



Noify nothing, (biking (hade, 
Bv what witchcraft wert thou made ? 
Empty C2cle of folid harms ! 
But 1 lhall find cot counter charms, 
Thy airy derilihip t6 remove 
From this circle here of lore. 



Sere I (hall rid mvfelf of thee 

By the night's obfeurity, 
And obfeurer fecrecy. 

Unlike to every other fpright, 

Thou atteropfil not men t'aiFright, 

Nor appear'it, but in the light. 

Cowley. 



" I V IS now fince I fat down before 

•*■ That foolilh fort, a heart, 
(Time ftrangely fpent) a year and more, 

And iliil I did my part. 

Made 
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Made my approaches, from her hand 

Unto her lip did rife, 
And did already underftand 

The language of her eyes* . 



Proceeded on with no lefs art, 

My tongue was engineer ; 
I thought to undermine the heart 

By whifpering in the ear. 

When this did nothing, I brought down 
Great cannon oaths, and mot 

A thoufand thoufand to the town, 
And ftill it yielded not. 

I then refolv'd to ftarve the place 

By cutting off all kiftes, 
Praifing and gazing on her face, 

And all fuch little blifles. 



To draw her out and from her fbrength, 

I drew all batteries in ; 
And brought myfelf to lie at length 

As if no fiege had been, 

R Whea 
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When I had done what man could do, 
And thought the place my own, 

The enemy lay quiet too, 
And fmil'd at all was done. 



I fent to know from whence and where, 
Thefe hopes, and this relief; 

A fpy inform'd, Honour was there, 
And did command in chief. 



March, march, (quoth I) the word itraightgive, 
Let's lofe no time, but leave her ; 

That giant upon air will live, 
And hold it out forever. 



To fuch a place our camp remove 

As will no liege abide : 
I hate a fool that flarves her love 

Only to feed her pride. 

Suckling. 
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PURSUING beauty, men defcry 
The diftant more, and long to prove 
(Still richer in variety) 
The treafures of the land of love. 



We women like weak Indians ftand, 
Inviting from our golden coaft 

The wand'ring rovers to our land ; 
But (he who trades with them is loft* 



With humble vows they firft begin, 

Stealing unfeen into the heart ; 
But by pofleffion fettled in, 

They quickly a& another part. 

For beads and baubles we refign 

In ignorance our mining itore ; 
Difcover nature's richeit mine, 

And yet the tyrants will have. more. 

R2 Be 
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Be wife, be wife, and do not try 
• How he can court, or you be won ; 
For love is but difcovery ; 
When that is made, the pleafure's done. 



STELLA and Flavia every hour 
Do various hearts furprize ; 
In Stella's foul is all her power, 

And Flavia's in her eyes. 
More boundlefs Flavia's conquefts are. 

And Stella's more confin'd; 
All can difcern a face that's fair, 
But few a heavenly mind. 

Stella, like Britain's monarch reigns 

O'er cultivated lands ; 
Like eaftern tyrants Flavia deigns 

To rule o'er barren fanda. 

Then 
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Then boaft, fair Fl a via, boaft thy face, 

Thy beauty's only (lore, 
Each day that makes thy charms decreafe 

Will yield to St e l l a more. 

Earl. 



WHEN gentle Celia firft I knew, 
A bread fo good, fo kind, fo true, 
Reafon and tafte appro v'd ; 
Fleas'd to indulge fo pure a flame, 
I call'd it by too foft a name, 
And fondly thought I lov'd. 

Till, Ch lor is came, with fad furprize 
I felt the lightning of her eyes 

Thro* all my fenfes run ; 
All glowing with refiftlefs charms, 
She filPd my breaft with new alarms, 

J faw, and was undone. 

R3 O Celia! 
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Celia ! dear unhappy maid, 
Forbear the weaknefs to upbraid 

Which ought your fcorn to move : 

1 know this beauty falfe and vain, 
I know (he triumphs in my pain, 

Yet (till I feel I love. 

Thy gentle (miles no more can pleafe, 
Nor can thy fofteft friendship eafe 

The torments I endure ; 
Think wnat that wounded breaft mult feel 
Which truth and kindnefs cannot heal, 

Nor even thy pity cure. 

Oft (hall I curfc my iron chain, 
And wifh again thy milder reign 

With long and vain regret ; 
All that I can, to thee I give, 
And could I ftill to reafon live 

I were thy captive yet. 

But paflion's wild impetuous fea 
Hurries me far from peace and thee, 
'Twere vain to flruggle more : 
Thus the poor failor (lumbering lies, 



While 
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While fwelling tides around him rife, 
And pufli his bark from fhore. 



In vain he fpreads his helplefs arms, 
His pitying friends with fond alarms 

In vain deplore his date ; 
Still far and farther from the coaft, 
On the high furge his bark is toft, 

And foundering yields to fate. 

Mrs.*Barbauld. 



WHEN firft upon your tender cheek 
I faw the morn of beauty break 
With mild and chearing beam, 
1 bow'dtefore your infant fhrine, 
The earlieit fighs you had were mine, 
And you my darling theme. 

I faw you in that opening morn / 
For beauty's boundlefs empire born, 
And firfr. confefsM your fway; 

And ere your thoughts, devoid of art, 

R 4 Could 
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Could learn the value of a heart, 
I gave my heart away. 



I watch'd the dawn of every grace, 
And gaz'd upon that angel face, 

While yet 'twas fafe to gaze ; 
And fondly bleft each rifmg charm, 
Nor thought fuch innocence could harm 

The peace of future days. 

* 

But now defpotic o'er the plains 
The awful noon of beauty reigns, 

And kneelings crowds adore ; 
Thefe charms ariie too fiercely bright, 
Danger and death attend the fight, 

And I muft hope no more. 



Thus to the riling God of day 
Their early vows the Perfians pay, 

And blefs the fpreading fire ; 
Whofe glowing chariot mounting foon 
Pours on their heads the burning noon, 

They ficken and expire. 

Mrs. Barbauld, 
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AS Ariana young and fair 
By night the Harry choir did tell, 
She found in Cassiopeia's chair 

One beauteous light the reft excel : 
This happy ftar unfeen before, 

Perhaps was kindled from her eyes, 
And made for mortals to adore 
A new-born glory in the ikies. 

Or if within the fphere it grew, 

Before fhe gaz'd the lamp was dim ; 
But from her eyes the fparkles flew 

That gave new luftre to the gem : 
Bright omen ! what doft thou portend, 

Thou threat'ning beauty of the fky ; 
What great, what happy monarch's end ? 

For fure by thee 'tis fweet to die. 

Whether to thy foreboding fire 
We owe the crefcent in decay ; 

Or mull the mighty Gaul expire, 
A vi&im to thy fatal ray ? 



Such 
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Such a prefage will late be fhewn 
Before the world in afhes lies ; 

Bat if lefs ruin will attone, 
Let Strephon's only fate fufRce. 



Charles Dryden. 



WHEN firft I faw Lucinda's face, 
And view'd the dazzling glories there, 
She feem'd of a diviner race, 
Than that which nature planted here. 



With facred homage down I fell, 

Wond'ring whence fuch a form could fpring ; 
Tell me, I cry'd, fair vifion, tell 

The dread commands from heaven you bring. 

For if paft fins may be forgiven, 

By this bright evidence I know 
The careful Gods have made a heaven, 

That made fuch angels for it too. 
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|^HLORIS, yourfelf you fo excel, 

When you vouchfafe to breathe my thought, 
That like a fpirit, with this fpell 
Of my own teaching, I am caught. 

The eagle's fate and mine are one, 
Which on the fhaft that made him die 

Efpy'd a feather of his own, 
Wherewith he ufed to foar fo high. 

Had Echo with fo fweet a grace 
NarcifTus' loud complaints return'd, 

Not for reflection of his face, 
But of his voice, the boyliad burn'd. 

• 

Waller. 



STREPHON has fafhion, wit and youth, 
With all things elfe that pleafe ; 
He nothing wants but love and truth 

To ruin me with eafe : 
But he is flint, and bears the art 
To kindle ftrong defire ; 



Hi* 
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he mccr kds the far. 



O ! Vow it does »y fbmf perplex, 

Wheal bis charms recall, 
To think be froold deipHe die for, 

Or wane, ftoaki lore 'em 2D. 
lfy wearied heart, like Noah's dove, 

Tks feeks is Tain far reft; 
Fitding »o ktmc to fix its lore, 

KeuiBs into my Dream. 

Mas. Taylok. 



AT Cykthia's feet I figh'd, I prayM, 
And wept ; yet all the while 
The cruel unrelenting maid 
Scarce paid me with a finile. 

Soch fbolifh timorous arts as thefe 

Wanted the power to charm ; 
They were too innocent to pleafe, 

They were too cold to warm. 



RefchrM, I ro(e, and foftly preft 
The lilies of her neck ; 



With 
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With longing eager lips I kift 
The rofes of her cheek. 

Charm'd with this boldnefs, (he relents, 
• And burns with equal fire ; 
To all my wifhes fhe confents, 
And crowns my fierce defire. 

With heat like this Pygmalion mov'd 

His ftatue's icy charms ; 
Thus warm'd the marble virgin lov'd, 

And melted in his arms. 



WINE, wine in the morning 
Makes us frolick and gay, 
That like eagles we foar 

In the pride of the day ; 
Gouty fots of the night 
Only find a decay. 

'Tis the fun ripes tljf grape, 
And to drinking gives light ; 



We 
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We imitate him 

When by noon we're at height ; 
. They ileal wine who take it 

When he's out of fight. 



Boy fill all the glafTes, 

Fill them up now he mines ; 
The higher he rifes 

The more he refines, 
For wine and wit fall 

As their maker declines. 



IN vain, dear Chloe, you fuggeft 
That I inconftant have pofleft 
Or lov'd a fairer fhe ; 
Would you with eafe at once be cur'd 
Of all the ills you"ve long endur'd, 
Confult your glafs and me. 



If then you think that I can find 
A nymph more fair oi\pne more kind, 
You've reafon for your fears ; 



But 
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But if impartial you will prove 
To your own beauty or my love, 
How needlefs are your tears ! 



If in my way I mould by chance 
Receive or give a wanton glance, 

I like but while I view ; 
How flight the glance, how faint the Jfcifs, 
Compar'd to that fubftantial blifs, 

Which I receive from you ! 

With wanton flight the curious bee * 

From flower to flower ftill wanders free ; 

And where each bloflbm blows, 
Extracts the juice from all he meets, 
But, for his quinteflence of fweets, 

He ravifhes the rofe. 



So my fond fancy to employ 
On each variety of joy, 

From nymph to nymph I roam ; 
Perhaps" fee fifty in a day, 
Thefe are but vifits that I pay, 

For Chloe is my home. 
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SHOULD fomc peryerfe malignant flar 
(As envious ftars will fometimes Urine) 
Throw mc from my Florella far, 

Let not my lovely fair repine 
If in her abfence I mould gaze 
With pleafure on another's face. 

The wearied pilgrim, when die fun 

Has ended his diurnal race, 
With pleafure fees the friendly moon 

By borrowed light, fupply his place * 
Not that he flights the God of day, 
But loves ev'n his reflected ray. 



WHY will Florella while I gaze, 
My ravifh'd eyes reprove, 
And chide them from the only face 
They can behold with love ? 



T© 
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To fhun your fcorn, and eafe my care, 

I feek a nymph more kind, 
And while I rove from fair to fair 

Still gentle ufage find. 



But oh ! how faint is every joy 
Where nature has no part ; 

New beauties may my eyes employ, 
But you engage my heart. 

So reftlefs exiles doom'd to roam 

Meet pity every where ; 
Yet languilh for their native home, 

Tho* death attends them there. 



ORIGINAL 



PIECES. 



«*•; 



S2 



Advertifement. 



IN the former edition, the greater part of the 
following article confifted of fome pieces, which 
having fince appeared in a publication of mifcellane- 
ous poems, are now incorporated with the foregoing 
collection. The very favourable reception they 
met with, in common with the other productions 
of their author, will, it is hoped, prevent the im- 
putation of fraternal partiality in allotting them fc£ a 
place among pieces of acknowledged poetical 
merit. 
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EDWIN and ETftELtNDE. (a) 



« 



ONE parting kifs, my Ethel inde !" 
Young Edwin fault'ring cried, t 
€t I hear thy father's hafty tread, 
Nor longer muft I bide. 



To-morrow, eve in yonder wood, 
Beneath the well-known tree, 

Say wilt thou meet thy own true love, 
Whofe only joy's in thee r" 

She clafp'd the dear beloved youth, 
And figh'd and dropt a tear ; 

<c Whate'er betide, my only love 
I'll furely meet thee there. 2 



>> 



They kifs, they part ; a Kilning page 

To malice ever bent, 
O'er heard their talk, and to his lord 

Reveai'd their fond imtent. 

S3 The 

(a) Tills piece was printed a few years fince in the Gentle- 
man's Magazine, 
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The baron's brow grew dark with frowns. 
And rage diftain'd his cheek, 

" Heavens ! ihall a vafTal fliepherd dare 
My daughter's love to feek ! 



But know, rafli boy, thy bold. attempt 
Full forely (halt thou rue ; 

Nor e'er again, ignoble maid, 
Shalt thou thy lover view.' 



» 



The dews of evening faffc did fall, 

And darknefs fpread apace, 
When Ethelinde with beating bread 

Flew to th' appointed place. 

With eager eye flie looks around, 
No Edwin there was feen ; 

f € He was not wont to break his faith, 
What can his abfence mean !" 



Her heart beat thick every at noife, 

Each ruftling thro' the wood ; 
And now flie travers'd quick the ground. 

And now flie liftning flood. 

Enlivening 
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Enlivening hope and chilling fear 

By turns her bofom fhare, 
And now fhe calls upon his name/ 

Now weeps in fad defpair. 



Mean-Jtune the day's laft glimmerings fled, 

And blackening all the fky 
A hideous tempeft dreadful rofe, 

And thunders roll'd on high. 

Poor E t h e l 1 n d e aghaft, difmay'd, 

'Beholds with wild affright 
The threat'ning fky, the lonely wood, 

And horrors of the night. 

«'• Where art thou now my Edwin dear! 

Thy friendly aid I want ; 
Ah me ! my boding heart foretels 

That aid thou canft not grant. 



» 



Thus rack'd with pangs, and beat with ftorms, 

Confus'd and loft fhe roves ; 
Now looks to heaven with earneft prayer, 

Now calls on him {he loves. 

S4 At 
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At length a diftant taper's ray 

Struck beaming on her fight ; f 

Thro' brfckes fhe guides her fainting Heps 
Towards the welcome light. 



An aged hermit peaceful dwelt 
In this fequefter'd wild, 

Calm goodnefs fat upon his brow, 
His words were foft and mild. 



He ope'd his hofpitable door, 

And much admiring view'd 
The tender virgin's graceful form, 

Dafh'd by the tempeft rude. 

" Welcome, fair maid, whoe'er thou art, 

To this warm fheltcr'd cell ; 
Here reft fecure thy wearied feet, 

Here peace and fafety dwell," 

He faw the heart- wrung ftarting tear, 

And gently fought to know 
With kindeft pity's foothing looks, 

The itory of her woe. 

Scarce 
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Scarce had fhe told her mournful tale. 
When ftfuck with dread they hear 

Voices confus'd with dying groans, 
The cell approaching near. 



" He]g, father ! help," they loudly ciy, 
" A wretch here bleeds to death, 

Some cordial balfam quickly give 
To ftay his parting breath." 

All deadly pale they lay him down, 
And gafh'd with many a wound ; 

When, woful fight ! 'twas Edwin's felf 
Lay bleeding on the ground. 

With frantic grief poor Ethelinde 

Befides his body falls ; 
4t Lift up thine eyes, my Edwin dear, 

'Tis Ethelinde that calls." 



That much lov'd found recalls his life, 

He lifts his clbfing eyes, 
Then feebly murmuring out her name 

He gafps r Jie faints, he dies. 

Stupid 
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Stupid a while, in dumb defpair 
She gaz'd on Edwin dead ; 

Dim grew her eyes, her lips turn'd pale, 
And life's warm fpirit fled. 



A D I R C E. 



BOW the* head thou lily fair, . 
Bow the head in mournful guife ; 
Sickly turn thy mining white, 
Bend thy ftalk and never rife. 



Shed thy leaves thou lovely rofe, 
Shed thy leaves fo fweet and gay ; 
Spread them wide on the cold earth, 
Quickly let them fade away. 

Fragrant woodbine all untwine, 
AH untwine from yonder bower ; 

Dr 
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Drag thy branches on the ground, 
Stain with dud each tender flower. 



For, woe is me ! the gentle knot, 
That did in willing durance bind 
My Emma and her happy Twain, 
By cruel death is now untwined. 

Her head with dim half-clofed eyes, 
Is bowed upon her bread: of fnow ; 
And cold and faded are thofe cheeks, 
That wont with chearful red to glow. 

And mute is that harmonious voice, 
That wont to breathe the founds of love; 
And lifelefs are thofe beauteous limbs, 
That with fuch eafe and grace did move* 

And I of all my blifs bereft, 
Lonely and fad mull ever moan ; 
Dead to each joy the world can give, 
Alive to memory alone f 
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To Sleep. 



COMR gentle God of foft repofe, 
. Come footh tliis tortur'd breaft ; 
Shed kind oblivion o'er my woes, 
And lull my cares to reft. 



Come gentle God, without thy aid 

1 fink in dark defpair ; 
O wrap me in thy iilent flizi.de, 
For peace is only there. 

Let hope in fomc propitious dream 
Her bright illufions fprcad ; 

Once more let rays of comfort beam 
Around my drooping head. 



O quickly fend thy kind relief, 
Thcfe heart-felt pangs remove ; 

Let me forget myfelf, my grief, 
And every care — but love. 



ttjin. § i 




ASP ASIA rolls her fpnrklingeyea. 
And every iiofmn facia Jilt power; 
The Indian* thus view Phoebus rife, 
And gaze in rapture, and adore. 
Quick to the foul the piercing fplendors dart. 
Fire every vein, and melt the coldeft heart. 



A-i'.ii! fpcaks; the 1 i ft ^ n i 11 g crowd 

Drink in the (bund with greedy cars; 
Mute are the giddy and the loud, 
And felt- admiring folly hears. 
Her wit fecurei the coniinefts of her fice j 
Points eveiy charm, and brightens every grace. 



Aspasia moves ; her well-turn'd limbs 
Glide lively with harmonious: eafe ; 

Now thro' the ma/.y d.uice ihe Iwims, 
Like a tall bark o'er Aiauuer fcas ; 



4 
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ASP ASIA roils her fparklingeyes, 
And every bofittn feels hef power; 
The Indians thus view Phctbus rife, 
And gaze in rapture, and adore. 
Quick 10 the foul [be piercing fplendors dart, 
Fire every vein, and melt the coldoft heart. 

iPAfl* fpeaks j the liftcning crowd 

Drink in the found with greedy cars ; 

ute are the giddy and the louJ, 

And felt- admiring fully hears. 
Htr wit fecures the conqiiclls of her face ; 
Points every eliarm, and brightens every grace. 



ABASIA moves; her well-turn'd limbs 
Glide tlatety with harmonious cafe; 

Now Are* the ma/.y dunce ihe 1'wims, 
Like a tall bark o'er lujunicr Teas ; 



